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2 ELEGANT EXTRACTS. P. VII. 

Oh! since thy angel form is gone^ 
My heart no more can rest with any ; 

But what it sought in thee alone 
Attempts, alas ! to find in many. 

Then fare thee well, deceitful maid, 
'Twere vain and fruitless to regret thee ; 

Nor hope nor memory yield their aid. 
But pride may teach me to forget thee. 

Yet all this giddy waste of years, 

This tiresome round of palling pleasures. 

These varied loves, these matron's fears, 
Tliese thoughtless strains to passion's measures. 

If thou wert mine, had all been hush'd ; 

This cheek, now pale from early riot, 
With passion's hectic ne'er had flush'd, 

But bloom'd in calm domestic quiet. 

Yes, once the Tural scene was sweet. 
For Nature seem'd to smile before thee ; 

And once my breast abhorr'd deceit, * 
For then it beat but to adore thee. 

But now I seek for other joys ; 

To tUnk would drive my soul to madness : 
In thoughtless throngs and empty noise 

I conquer half my bosom's sadness. 

Yet even in these a thought will steal. 

In spite of every vain endeavour ; 
And fiends might pity what I feel, 

To know that thou art lost for ever. 

LORD BTRON. 
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TO 



» * » » 



Well ! thou art happy, and I feel 
That I should thus be happy too, 

For still my heart regards thy weal 
Warmly as it was wont to do. 

Thy husband's bless'd — and 'twill impart 
Some pangs to view his happier lot ; 

But let them pass — oh ! how my heart 
Would hate him if he loved thee not ! 

When late 1 saw thy favourite child, 
I thought my jealous heart would break, 

But when the* unconscious infant smiled, 
I kiss'd it for its mother's sake. 

I kiss'd it — and repress^ my sighs. 

Its father in its face to see ; 
But then it had its mother's eyes, 

And they were all to love and me. 

Mary, adieu ! I must away, 

While thou art blesfl'd I'll not repine 1/ 
But near thee I can never stay. 

My heart would soon again be thine. 

I deem'd that time, I deem'd tiiat pride 
Had quench'd at length my boyish flame, 

Nor knew, till seated by thy side. 
My heart in all, — save hope, the same. 

Yet was I calm : I knew the time 

My breast would thrill before thy look. 

But now to tremble were a crime ; 
We met — wad not a aenre was shook. 
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I saw thee gaze upon my face. 
Yet meet with no confusion there ; 

One only feeling couldst thou trace^ 
The sullen calmness of despair. 

Away I away ! my- early dream 
Remembrance never must awake ; 

Oh ! where is Lethe's fabled stream I 
My foolish hearty be still or break. 

LORD BYRON, 



STANZAS TO *•• *, 

ON LEAVING ENGLAND. 

'Tis done — and shivering in the gale 
The bark unfurls her snowy sail ; 
And, whistling o'er the bending mast, 
Loud sings on high the freshening blast; 
And I must from this land be gone, 
Because I cannot love but one. 

But could I be what I have been. 
And could I see what I have seen, 
Ck>uld I repose upon the breast 
Which once my warmest wishes bless'd, 
I should not seek another zone, 
Because I cannot lovel)ut one. 

'Tis long since I beheld that eye 
Which gave me bliss or misery ; 
And I have striven, but in vain, 
Never to think of it again ; 
For though I fly from Albion, 
J jtiiJ can only love but one. 



ELEGIES, AMATORY AND UnSCELLANEOUS. 

As some lone bird without a mate, 
My weary heart is desolate ; 
I look around, and cannot trace 
One friendly smile or welcome face ; 
And even in crowds am still alone, 
Because I cannot love but one. 

And I will cross the whitening foam. 
And I will seek a foreign home ; 
Till I forget a false fair face, 
I ne'er shall find a resting place ; 
My own dark thoughts I cannot shun. 
But ever love, and loye but one. 

The poorest yeriest wretch on earth 
Still finds some hospitable hearth. 
Where friendship or love's softer glow 
May smile in joy or soothe in woe ; 
But friend or loyer I haye none. 
Because I cannot loye but one. 

I go — ^but wheresoe'er I flee 
There's not an eye will weep for me ; 
There's not a kind congenial heart 
Where I can claim the meanest part ; 
Nor thou, who hast my hopes undone, 
Wilt sigh, although I love but one. 

To think of eyery early scene. 
Of what we are, and what we'ye been, 
Would whelm some softer hearts with woe ; 
But mine, alas ! has stood the blow ; 
Yet still heatg on as it begun, 
And newer truly lores but one. 
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Aad wbo tkat dear kivcd oae May be 
Is not for Tolgar eyes to see; 
And why that early love was crosB'd, 
Hmni know'st tJbe best, I feel tbe iiost; 
But few tliat dwell beaeatk tbe sua 

Have lored so long, and loved bat oae. 

• 

IVe tried another's fetters too. 
With charms perchance as fiur to view; 
And I would £un have loved as well. 
But some unconquerable spell 
Forbade my bleeding breast to own 
A kindred care for aught but one. 

Twould soothe to take one lingering view, 

And bless thee in my last adieu ; 

Yet wish I not those eyes to weep 

For him that wanders o'er the deep ; • 

Though wheresoe'er my bark may run, 

I love but thee, I love but one. 

LORD BYRON. 



ELEGY. TO LAURA. 

Yet once again, in yonder myrtle bowers, [fiime, 
Whence rose-lipp'd zephyrs, hovering, shed per- 

I weave the painted radiance of the flowers. 
And press coy Nature in her days of bloom. 

Shall she, benignant, to the wandering eyes 
Of the lone hermit all her charms unfold? 
Or, gemm'd with dew, bid her gay florets rise 
To grace the tubHc master of t\ie ioXd't 
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Sliall these pcwsess her bright, her fragrant store^ 
These snatch the wreath,by plastic Nature wove ; 

Nor wanton summer yield one garland more 
To grace the bosom of the nymph I love? 

For she shall come ; with her each sister-grace, 
Wijth her the kindred powers of harmony, • 

The deep recesses of the grore shall trace, 
And hang with flowers each consecrated istee. 

Blithe Fancy too shall spread her glittering plumes, 
She loyes the white cliffs of Britannia's isle, 

She loves the spot where infant Genius blooms. 
She lores the spot where Peace and Freedom 
smile. 

Unless her aid the mimic queen bestow, 
In vain fresh garlands the low vales adorn : 

In vain with brighter tints the flowerets glow. 
Or dewdrops sparkle on the brow of mom. 

Oi>es not one blossom to the spicy gale, [wide. 
Throws Hot one elm its moss- wreathed branches 

Wanders no rill through the luxuriant vale, 
Or, glistening, rushes down the mountain side, 

But thither, with the morning's earliest ray, 
Fancy has wing'd her ever mazy flight. 

To hymn wild carols to returning day, 
And catch the fairest beams of orient light. 

Prond of the theft she mounts her lucid car, 
Her car the rainbow's painted arch supplies ; 

Her swift-wing'd steeds wmumber'd loves prepare, 
And covBiJeM sephyn waft her thxoug)cL Vllii^ 
* aJaes, 
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There, while her bright wheels pause inclondless 



air, 



She waves the magic sceptre of command, 
And all her flattering visions, wild as fair. 
Start into life beneath the potent wand. 

Here, proudly nodding o'er the vale beloWn 
High rocks of pearl reflect the morning ray. 

Whence gushing streams of azure nectar flow, 
And tinge the trickling herbage on their way. 

There culFd from every moimtain, every plain, 
Perennial flowers the ambient air perfume. 

Far off stem Boreas holds his drear domain. 
Nor chains the streams, nor blights the sacred 
bloom. 

Through all the year, in copse and tangled dale, 
Lone Philomel her song to Venus pours, 

What time pale Evening sprefuis the dewy veil. 
What time the red Mom blushes on the shores. 

Illusive visions ! O, not here, — not here, 
Does spring eternal hold her placid reign, 

Already Boreas chills the altering year, 

And blasts the purple daughters of the plain. 

So fade my promised joys ! — ^fair scenes of bliss, 
Ideal scenes, too long believed in vain. 

Plunged down and swallowed deep in Time's 
abyss ! — 
So veering Chance and ruthless Fates ordain. 

Thee, Laura, thee, by fount or mazy stream, 
Or thicket rude, unpress'd by human feet, 
J ^gh, unheeded, to the moon's pale beam ; 
Thee, Laura, thee the echoing Y^\a t^v^^^V.. 
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Oh!, long of billows wild and winds the sporty 
Seize, seize the safe asylum that remains ! 

Here Truth, Love, Freedom, Innocence resort. 
And offer long obliTion to thy pains. 

When panting, gasping, breathless on the strand 
The shipwrecked mariner reclines his breast, 

Say, shall he scorn the hospitable hand 
Tliat points to safety, liberty, and rest? 

But thou, too soon forgetful of past woe, [sea f 
Again wouldst tempt the winds and treacherous 

Ah ! shall the raging blast forget to blow. 
Shall erery wintry storm be hush'd for thee? 

Not so ! I dread the elemental war. 
Too soon, too soon the calm, deceitful, flies; 

I hear the blast come whistling from afar, 
I see the tempest gathering in the skies. 

Yet let the tempest roar ! — ^love scorns all harms, 
I plunge amid the storm, resolved to save ; 

This hour, at least, I clasp thee in my arms, 
The next let ruin join us in the grave. 

DAY. 



ELEGY. 



Fly, gentle steeds ! o'er yon unfriendly towers 
Malignant stars with baleful influence reign. 

Cold Beauty's frown infects the cheerless hours, 
And Avarice dwells in Love's polluted fane ! 

Dhn distant towers ! whose ample roof protects 

All that my beating bosom holds so dear ; 

Far shining lakes ! whose silver wave Teflec\s, 

Of Nature's fairest forma, the fonn most iwx \ 
VOL. ir. _ 
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GroYes ! where at noon the sleeping beauty lies ; 

Lawns ! where at eve her grateful footsteps roTe ; 
For ye full oft have heard my secret sighs. 

And caught, unseen, the tear of hopeless 'love ; 

Farewell ! a long farewell — ^your shades ansong 
No more these eyes shall drink Bliss's charms ; 

No more these ears the music of her tongue ! — 
O ! doom'd for ever to another's arms ! 

Fly, gentle steeds ! my bleeding heart convey 
y/here brighter scenes and milder planets shine ; 

Where Joy's white pinion glitters in the ray. 
And Love sits smiling on his crystal shriiie ! 



TO A TUFT OF EARLY VIOLETS. 

Sweet flowers ! that from your humble beds 

Thus prematurely dare to rise. 
And trust your unprotected heads 

To cold Aquarius' watery skies ; 

Retire ! retire ! These tepid airs 
Are not the genial brood of May; 

That sun with light malignant glares, 
And flayers only to betray. 

3teni Winter's reign is not yet pass'd — 
Lo ! while your buds prepare to blow. 

On icy pinions comes the blast, 

And nips your roots and lays you low 

Alas, for such ungentle dooni ! 

But I will shield you, and supply 
A kindlier soil on which to bloom, 
A nobler bed on which to d\«. 
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Come then^-ere yet the morning ray 
Has drunk the dew that gems your jcrest, 

And drawn your balmiest sweets away ; 
O come, and grace my Anna's breast. 

Ye droop, fond flowers ! But did ye know 
What worthy what goodness there reside. 

Your cups with liveliest tints would glow, 
And spread their leaves with conscious pride. 

For there has liberal Nature join'd 

Her riches to the stores of Art, 
And added to the vigorous mind 

The soft the sympathizing heart. 

Come then — ere yet the morning ray 
Has drunk the dew that gems your crest, 

And drawn your balmiest sweets away ; 
O come, and grace my Anna's breast. 

O I I should think — that fragrant bed 
Might I but hope with you to share — 

Years of anxiety repaid 

By one short hour of transport there. 

More bless'd than me, thus shall ye live 
Your little day ; and when ye die, 

Sweet flowers! the grateful Muse shall give 
A verse ; the sorrowing maid a sigh. 

While I alas ! no distant date, 
Mix with the dust from whence I came, 

Without a friend to weep my fate, 
Without a stone to tell my name. 

GIFFORD. 
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WRITTEN TWO YEARS AFTER THE 
PRECEDING. 

I WISH I was where Anna lies. 

For I am sick of lingering here ; 
And every hour Affection cries, 

Gro, and partake her humble bier, 

I wish I could ! For when she died 
I iQst my all ; and life has proved 

Since that sad hour a dreary void, 
A waste unlovely and unloved. 

But who, when I am tum'd to clay, 

Shall duly to her grave repair. 
And pluck the ragged moss away. 

And weeds that have ' no business ther^ ?' 

And who with pious hand shall bring 

The flowers she cherish'd, snowdrops cold. 

And violets that unheeded spring, 
To scatter o'er her hallow'd mould? 

And who, while memory loves to dwell 

Upon her name for ever dear, 
Shall feel his heart with passion swell, 

And pour the bitter, bitter tear? 

I did it ; and, would fate allow, 

Should visit still, should still deplore — 

But health and strength have left me now. 
And I, alas ! can weep no more. 

Take tlien, sweet maid ! this simple strain. 

The last I offer at thy shrine ; 
Thygr&re must ihen undeck'd remain, 
And all thy memory fade witii uune. 
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And can thy soft persuasive look, 
Thj Toice that might -with music vie^ 

Thy air that every gazer took, 
Thy matchless eloquence of eye,. 

Thy spirits frolicksome as good. 

Thy courage by no ills dismayed, 
Thy patience by no wrongs subdued. 

Thy gay good humour — Can they * fade !* 

Perhaps — ^but sorrow dims my eye ; 

Cold turf, which I no more must view, 
Dear name, which I no more must sigh, 

A long, a last, a sad adieu ! 

' GIFFORD. 



THE SORROWS OF MEMORY. 

In vain to me the howling deep 

Stem Winter's awful reign discloses ; 
In Tain shall sunmier zephyrs sleep 

On fragrant beds of budding roses ! ^ 

To me alikq^each scene appears. 

Since thou hast broke my heart, or nearly, 
While memory writes in frequent tears 

That I have loved thee — ^very dearly ! 

How many summers passed away. 
How many winters sad and dreary ; 

And still I taught thee to be gay, 
Whene'er thy soul of life was weary. 

When lingering sickness wrung thy breast, 
And bow'd thee to the earth, or nearly, 

I strove to loll thy mind to rest ; 
rar then I Jored t2iee^---oh ! how dew\^ \ 
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And though the flush of joy no more 

Shall, o'er my cheek its lustre throwing. 
Bid sensual fools that cheek adore^ 

And talk of passion ever glowing; 
Still to thy mind should time impart 

A charm to bid it feel sincerely, 
Nor idly wound a breaking heart 

That's loved thee long and loved thee dearly ! 

Could gold thy truant fancy bind, 

A faithful heart vrould still content me ; 
For oh ! to gain a heart unkind, 

I gave thee all that fortune lent me. 
In youth when suitors round me press'd, 

Who vow'd to lote and love sincerely. 
When wealth could never charm my breast, 

Though thou wert poor, I loved thee dearly ! 

Seek not the fragile dreams of love. 

Such fleeting phantoms will deceive thee ; 
They will but transient idols prove. 

In wealth beguile, in sorrow leave thee. 
Oh, dost thou think the sordid min^ 

When thou art poor, will feel sincerely? 
Wilt thou in such that friendship find 

Which warm'd the heart that loved thee dearly ? 

Though fickle passion cease to bum 

For her so long thy bosom's treasure, * 
Oh, think that reason may return. 

When far from thee my paths I measure. 
Say who will then thy conscience heal, 

Or who will bid thy heart beat cheerly f 
Or from that heart the memory stdal 

Ofber who loved thee long and ^bnx\i\ 
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When war shall rouse the brooding stormy 

And horrors haunt thy thorny pillow; 
When Fancy shall present my form, - 

Borne on the wild and resUess bUlow ; 
Oh, where wilt thou a mistress find 

Whose pulse like mine shall throb sincerely? 
Or who thy heart in spells shall bind. 

When hers is broke who lored thee dearly? 

Could I to distant regions stray. 

From thee my thoughts would never wander; 
For at the parting close of day. 

By some lone yagrant rill's meander. 
Each wandering bee, each chilling wind 

Would tell the heart thafs broken nearly^ 
In them whene'er they roam to find 

The faults of him I loved so dearly. 

I will not court thy fickle love, 

Soon shall our fates and fortune sever ; 
Far from thy scorn will I remove, 

And smiling sigh, Adieu for ever. 
Give to thy sordid friends thy days. 

Still trust that they ynll act sincerely ; 
And when the specious mask decays, 

Lament the heart that loved thee dearly ! 

Fortune will swiftly journey on. 

And age and sickness haste to meet thee, 
Friends and deceitful wantons shun. 

When they no more with smiles can cheat thee. 
Then wilt thou ask in vain to find 

A faithful heart that beats sincerely, 
A pasisioit centring in the mind 

Which, scorning in^rest, loved thee dewtVs\ 
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When in the graye mj woes shaU deepy 

No soothing dreams shaU bless thy alvmber'; 
For tiiou wilt often wake to weep. 

And in despair my sorrows nnndier ; 
My shade will hannt thy aching eyes. 

My voice in whispers tell tiiee dieairiyy 
How cold at last that bosom lies 

Which loved thee long and loved thee deaily. 

MBS. ROBUISON. 



THE FAREWELL. 



Adieu, thou darling of my heart. 

Whom never more these eyes shaU view^ 

Yet once again, beHnre we part. 
Nymph of my soul, again adieii! 

Yet one kiss more ; this kiss, the last 
That I will ask or thoa shalt give. 

Though on my lips it dies too fut. 
Shall always in my memory live. 

But dioa each tender thought of me 
Blot oat for ever firom thy brc«st. 

Nor heed what pangs I feel for thee. 
While with another thou art bleH*d. 

To him, whom Heaven has made thy 
Tins, thos thy beanties I resign; 

He boasts, alas ! a h^ipier fotr, 
Bmt not a puer flame than mine. 

Yet Iff him make thy bliss his caivv 
As If thg« know'st it. wonM have 
39 J Vtnr for thy sake he ihaU shaiv, 
Jlfr cvrr. smfv for hn 



KiJGim, AMATORY AND MISCELLAlfBOUS. 17 

LOVE £I4£GY. 

IN IMITATION OF TEBULLUS. 

Whbbb now are all my flattering dreams of joy? 

Monimia) giTe my soul her wonted rest ; 
Since first 4hy beauty fix*d my roving eye, 

Heart'-gnawing cares corrode my pensive breast. 

Let happy lovers fly where pleasures call. 
With festtve songs beguile the fleeting hour ; 

Lead beauty through the mazes of the ball. 
Or press her, wanton, in love's roseate bower. 

For me, no more 111 range the* empurpled mead, 
Where shepherds pipe, and virgins dance around, 

Nor vrander through the woodbine's fragrant shade. 
To hear the music of the grove resound. 

Ill seek some lonely church or dreary hall, 
Where Fancy paints the glinunering taper blue. 

Where damps hang mouldering on the ivied wall. 
And sheeted ghosts drink up the midnight dew : 

There, leagued with hopeless anguish and despair, 
A while in silence o'er my fate repine': 

Then, with a long &rewell to Love and Care, 
To kindred dust my weary limbs consign. 

Wilt thou, Monimia, shed a gracious tear 
On the cold grave where all my sorrows rest? 

Strew vernal flowers, applaud my love sincere. 
And bid the turf lie easy on my breast ? 

^OLLETT. 
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LAURA ; OR, THE COMPLAINT. 



Tkal o'er tob cmTens stietek jov poideiit sluide, 
Wkeie aacied silaKe tails tiie nml rale, 
Aadlofe m wkispen Idls kiB tead^ tele; 
Te loaely rocks, je streuns tkat erer flow, 
Stin as my tears, and consteat as my woe. 
To yoa Im^kM tlie wretcked Laura flies. 
And kamits tkose seats firom wkence ker sorrows 

rise; 
Wkere, lost to lore, kow often kas ske stray'd, 
Wken tke fond lover led kis klnsking maid, 
Wken kis soft lips, too eloquent kis art, 
Poor'd tke warm wisk, and kreatked out all kis 

keart! [o'er, 

Ak, once loTed seats! your pleasing scenes are 
Nor can yon ckarm, since ke can love no more ; 
Tkongk smile yoor lawns witk yemal glories 

crown'd, 
In yain gay nature paints tke' enamel'd ground ; 
Wkile through your solitary paths I rove, 
A prey to grief, to sickness, and to love, 
Though gentle zephyrs fan the bending bowers. 
Though breathes the incense of your opening 

flowers, 
Nor opening flowers, nor gentie zephyrs ckarm, ' 
Nor beoateoQS scenes a grief like mine disarm ; 
Fade every flower, and langiiisk every sense. 
Ye kave no v^eets for fallen innocence. 

Tom by remorse, sad victim of despair, 
Where shah I furn ? or wkere address m^ i^T«?5«t1 
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Far as the mom its early beam displays, 
Or where the star of eyening darts its rays ; 
Far as wide earth is stretchM, or oceans roll, 
Where blows the winds, or heaven invests the pole. 
In vain my flnttering soul would wing its way ; 
Stem care pursues, where'er the wretched stray. 

Soft God of sleep, whose ever peaceful reign 
Lulls earth and heaven and all the extended main, 
Powerful to give the labouring heart to rest. 
To wipe the tear, and heal tiie, wounded breast, 
Say, by what crime offended, flies from me. 
Invoked, thy unpropitious deity f 
Or dooms, on racks of wildest fancy torn. 
In dreams my agonizing soul to mourn? 
Why am I oft on angry billows tossM, 
Now in some vrild and dreary desert lost? 
Why yet in life infernal tortures feel, 
Bound by fierce demons to some rapid wheel? 
Now seem to climb, while hills on hills arise. 
In vain : or fall in tempests from the skies, 
Tread burning plains, or swim in seas of fire. 
Just reach the shore, then see the shore retire? 
As oft, dear youth ! thy pleasing form appears, 
I stretch my arms, and wake dissolved in tears ; 
Yet waking fisncy all that loss supplies. 
And still I view thee with a lover's eyes ; 
Entranced in thought, o'er all tiiy charms I gaze, 
See thy bright eyes diffuse their softest rays, 
Hang on thy hand, or, on thy breast reclined, 
Play with thy'locks that waver with the wind, 
Joy in thy joy, or in thy sorrows join. 
And on thy lips my spirit mix with thine. 
Now o*et dark wilda, or ragged rocks "we Bittvj ^ 
Lowe lig-hig the glixmi, and smooths thedxesor; "^vv^ \ 
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Now on 0oft banks our 'weary limiiB TBpoae, 
Where every flower of vernal beanty i^Idwi; 
But light as air each pleasing Tisian Jlew, 
hwifi as the sun diq>elB the moming dew; 
While with the day returns Hxe sense of woe. 
We wake more wretched when tiie cdieat w^e] 

Imagination! mistress of the sonl, 
WJUat powers unseen the active mind oantrol; 
And fill the waking thought or busy sleep! 
When not a breese disturbs the tranquil 
Nor lofty pines through all the forest move. 
Why stir the motions of resistless lore ? 

Urged by the golden mom the night 
And year to year in changeful course succeeds; 
Nor night nor mom nor yean to me restore 
The peace which Laura's heart possessed befbie ; 
Involved in clouds one darksome scene I view ; 
Bleed the same wounds, and all my pains renew. 

O, boa«t of Laura's long forgotten praise ! 
Pass'd are the triumphs of my happier days. 
When placed supreme on beauty's radiant throne, 
I saw with conscious pride each heart my own ; 
Where'er I tum'd a thousand nymphs admired ; 
Whene'er I smiled a thousand swains expired ; 
I spoke, 'twas music dwelt upon my tongue ; 
I moved^ a goddess and an angel sung. 
My careless steps in joy were taught to rove ; 
Each voice was flattery, and each look was love 
Bat beauty's power, too mighty long to last, 
Fled on the wings of rapid time, is pass'd. 

As some proud vessel to the prosperous gale 
Her streamer waves, and spreads the silken sail 
While silver oars to flutes soft breathing sweep 
WJikawMMured Mtrokw the scarcely \ie«LN*m^ ^^^^ 
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But soon tempestuous clouds the scene deform. 
And the loud surge remurmurs to the storm : 
Thus big with hope, from dark suspicion free, 
I sail'd with transport on life's summer sea ; 
The gay attendants of my happy state, 
The smiles, the graces round were seen to wait. 
And all the moments as they swiftly flew 
Shower'd down soft joy and pleasures ever new. 
How changed this fleeting image of a day ! 
How sets in awful gloom the evening ray ! 
While, fix'd on earth, her eye in sad suspense 
Pours the deep sigh, incessant penitence. 

If youthful charms decay with age or pain. 
Beauty, thy crowded worshippers how vain ! 
Why then such crowds of incense round ascend ? 
Why prostrate monarchs at thy altars bend ? 
Why earth's and ocean's mighty bounds explore 
At once to win thee, and increase thy power? 
Let sad example reason's dictates aid ; 
Here see what ruin grief and love have made ; 
Even love, who lives by beauty's smiles caress'd, 
Basks in her eyes and wantons on her breast. 
With cruel force the fatal shaft employs, 
And soonest what he most adores destroys. 

How cold I feel life's idle current flow, 
Where once the dancing spirits loved to glow ! 
No more these eyes with youthful rapture shine, 
Nor cheeks, soft blushing, speak a warmth divine ; 
Graceful no more amid the festive dance 
My steps with easy dignity advance, 
And all the glossy locks, whose ringlets spread 
O'er my fair neck, the honours of my head, 
Cease the neat.labourB of my hand to knoYf \ 
Jll 0mt9 the care uf elegance with woe \ 
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Why did not Nature, when she gave to char 
With unrelenting pride my bosom arm ? 
Why was my soul its tender pity taught, 
Jl^ch soft affection, and each generous thought 
Hence spring my sorrows, hence with sighs I pro 
How feeble woman, and how fierce is love. 
In unayailing streams my tears are shed ; 
Sad Laura's bliss is with Lorenzo fled. 
For thee, false youth, was every joy resigned. 
Young health, sweet peace, and innocence of min 
Are these the constant vows tiiy tongue profess' 
When first thy arms my yielding beauties press'' 
Thus did thy kiss dispel my empty fears ? 
Or winning voice delight my raptured ears ? 
Thus swore thy lips by ocean, air, and sky, 
By hell's dread powers, and heaven's all-piercii 

eye? [stoi 

Yawns not the grave for thee? why sleeps t 
To blast thy limbs, and rend tiiy perjured form 
Unmoved, O faithless, canst thou hear my pain 
Like the proud rocks^which brave the' unwearii 

main? 
Sooner the shipwreck'd pilot shall appease 
With sighs the howling winds, with tears the sea 
Than Laura's prayers thy heart unfeeling move 
O lost to fame, to honour, and to love ! 
Nursed in dark caverns on some mountain vrik 
To cruel manhood grew the darling child. 
No female breast supplied thy infant food. 
But tigers growling o'er their savage brood. 
Cursed be tiiat fatal hour thy charms were seei 
While yet this mind was guiltless and serene. 
With thee, false man, I urged my hasty flight, 
And dared the horrors of tempestuous night; 
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Nor £ear'd, with thee, through plains unknown to 
Beaf to the dictates of paternal love. [rove, 

In vain for me a parent's tears were shed, 
And to the grave descends his hoary head. 

When at my feet entranced my lover lay, 
And pour'd in tender sighs his soul away, 
Fond, foolish heart ! to think the tale divine ! 
Why started not my hands when press'd in thine f 
Too well remembrance paints the fatal hour 
When love, great conqueror, sumnum'd all his 

power; 
Whenbolder grovfn, your glances flashed with fire, 
And your pale lips idl trembled with desire ; 
Back to my heart my blood tumultuous flew, 
From every pore distill'd the chilling dew. 
When shame presaging spoke each future pain, 
And straggling virtue arm'd my soul in vain. 
But, O ! let silence all my weakness veil, 
And burning blushes only tell the tale. [maid, 

Ah, Ruthless man! and thou more wretched 
To gidlt and grief and misery betrayed ! 
Far flies thy lover to some distant plain, 
Now cleaves his bounding bark the peaceful main ; 
Avenging Heaven, that heard the vows he swore. 
Bid howl the blackening storm, and thunder roar. 
Till waves on waves in tumbling mountains roll, 
Now sink to hell, and now ascend the pole ; 
Then on some plank o'er foaming billows borne, 
Tirembling, his perjured faitii the vn'etch shall 

mourn. 
But mourn in vain : - his vigorous arm shall fail, 
Guilt sink him down, and angry Heaven prevail ; 
No friendly hand to earth hiB limbs convey, 
BatiiogB and ruHares tear the bloated prey. 
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Yet, ah I fond heart ! avert, kind Heaven, the 
stroke, 
My heart denies what trembling lips have spoke, 
The varying accents real nature prove, 
And only show how wild a thing is love. 
• Go,mach loved youth,with every blessing crown'd. 
And Laura's wishes ever guard thee round. 
Me to the silent shades and sad retreat, 
Where lore's expiring flames forget their heat. 
Death Woos all powerful : ere he parts the clue. 
Once more thy Laura bids her love adieu : 
Bids health and affluence every bliss afford ; 
Bids thee be loved, be happy, and adored ; 
In ease, in mirth glide each glad hour away : 
No pain to spot thy fortune's cloudless day ; 
Nor sigh to swell, no tear to flow for me : 
O grant, Heaven, all ; but grant thee constancy. 

Yet from my hand this last address receive. 
This last address is all that hand can give. 
In vain thy bark with spreading canvass flies. 
If these sad lines shall meet thy conscious eyes, 
And, taught with winning eloquence to move, 
The winds and waters waft the voice of love ; 
That voice, O grant what dying lips implore. 
Asks but one tear from thee, and asks no more* 

Then, world, farewell, farewell life's fond de- 
sires. 
False flattering hopes, and love's tormenting fires. 
Already, death, before my closing 'eyes 
Thy airy forms and glimmering shades arise. 
Hark ! hear I not for me yon passing bell . 
Toll fo^'th, with frequent pause, its sullen knell? 
Waits not for me yon sexton on his spade. 
Blithe wbistUng o'er the grave his \aW \a& tgaA^ 
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Say why in lengthen'd pomp yon sable train, 
With measored steps, slow stalk along the plain f 
Say why yon hearse with fading flowers is crown'd, 
And midnight gales the deep-month'd dirge re- 
sound? 
Hail, sister worms, and thou my kindred dust, 
Secure to you my wearied limbs I trust [plete, 
Dim bums life's lamp ; O Death ! thy work com- 
And give my soul to gain her last retreat. 
Such as before the birth of nature sway'd, 
Ere springing light the first great word obey'd. 

Let silenee reign come, fate, exert thy might,' 

And darkness wrap me in eternal night! 

MARRIOT. 



THE LOVER AND THE FRIEND. 

O THOU for whom iny lyre I string, 
Of whom I speak and tiiink and sing ; 
Thou coiistant object of my joys, 
Whose sweetness every wish employs. 
Thou dearest of thy sex ! attend, 
And hear the Lover and the Friend. 

Fear not the poet's flattering strain, 
No idle praise my verse shall stain ; 
The lowly numbers shall impart 
The faithful dictates of my heart. 
Nor humble modesty ofiend. 
And part the Lover from the Friend. 

Not distant 13 the cruel day 

Tiat tean me &om my hopes away ; 
VOL, rv, -. 
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Then frown not, fairest ! if I try 
To steal the moisture from your eye, 
Or force your heart a sigh to send. 
To mourn the Lover and the Friend. 

No perfect joy my life e'er knew, 
But what arose from love and you, 
Nor can I fear another pain 
Than your unkindness or disdain : 
''^hen let your looks their pity lend. 
To cheer the Lover and the Friend. 

Whole years I strove against the flame, 
And suffered ills that want a name; 
Yet still the painful secret kept, 
And to myself in silence wept. 
Till, grown unable to contend, 
I own'd the Lover and the Friend. 

I saw you still : your generous heart 
In all my sorrows bore a part. 
Yet while your eyes with pity glow'd 
No words of hope' your tongue bestow'd, 
But mildly bid me cease to blend 
The name of Lover with the Friend. 

Sick with desire, and mad with pain, 
I seek for happiness in vain : 
Thou, lovely maid ! to thee I cry ; 
Heal me with kindness, or I die ! 
From sad despair my soul defend. 
And fix the Lover and the Friend. 

Cursed be all wealth that can destroy 
My utmost hope of earthly joy ! 
Thy gifts, O Fortune, I resign, 
Let her and Poverty be mme\ 



p. vu. 
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And eyery year that life shall- lend 
Shall bless the Lover and the Friend. 

In Tain, alas I in vain I strive 

To keep a dying hope alive : 

The last sad remedy remains ; 

'Tis absence that must heal my pains. 

Thy image from my bosom rend, 

And force the Lover from the Friend. 

Vain thought ! though seas between us roll, 

Thy love is rooted in my soul ; 

The vital blood that warms my heart 

With thy idea must depart, 

And Death's decisire stroke must end 

At once the Lover and tiie Friend. 

EDWARD MOORB. 



MAIA'S BIER. 



Hopeless, bereft of every joy 
That life can give, or love destroy. 
No opiate now can lull to rest. 
But cold despondence chills my breast ; 
On my wan cheek the colour dies, 
And every grace neglected flies ; 
My languid eyes no longer glow. 
Their sparkling lustre dimm'd with woe 
Slow lingering thus, I sink into the tomb, 
Nor would I breathe a wish to' avert the' un^ 
timely doom. 

For now, aHaaf thoBe boasted charms 
IliMt 0U'd each swaia with soft alarms, 
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No longer please the' inconstant youth, 
Whose late pledged vows of endless truth 
Beguiled a heart unskilled to feign, 
Or mock the pleading lover's pain ; 
In vain he yowM ; his fickle mind 
Nor vows control, nor faith can bind ; 
But fond of conquest, his insidious arts 
Of soft believing maids still court the' unpractised 
hearts. 

Yet thus tiiough life's gay dreams are fled, 
And every hope within me dead. 
Low as I press my early bier 
O'er me shall drop sweet friendship's tear, 
And love-lorn maidens heave the sigh 
Of balmy-breathing sympathy ; 
Pale o*er the spot where I am laid 
The rustic primrose rear its head. 
And mournful cypress shade the hallow'd space. 
Where Maia sleeps in peace, lock'd in death's 
cold embrace. 

And thou, if chance should guide thee near 

And bend thy steps to Maia's bier. 

False youth ! wilt thou suppress the sigh, 

And cold avert thy cruel eye? 

Wilt thou not rather curse thy art 

Which sunk too deeply in my heart. 

And mourn the perjured oaths you sn^ore 

To win the maid beloved no more ; 

Weep o'er my wrongs when 'tis, alas I too late, 

And with repentant soul deplore sad Maia's fate ! 

When flhelter'd in the silent urn 
No more with &tal flames I bum; 
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What fruitless pangs will rend thy breast, . 
And urge what it so long repressed! 
Thy trembling lips will then upbraid 
The guilty tows they lately made. 
And many a keen regret shall dwell 
On her thou taught*st to love too well; 
While Plosion's tide to purer bliss aspires. 
And pitying Heaven accepts poor Maia's last 
desires. 

ANONTMOU8. 



STANZAS TO MARY. 

Mary ! whilst the beams of Joy 
Within thy fickle bosom shine. 

Thou little heedst, thou little know^st, 
The bitter pangs that torture mine. 

Whilst Fancy paints the world serene, 
And Hope with wanton song beguiles ; 

1 sigh amidst the crowded scene, 
And think on thy deluding smiles. 

When Riqpture to her hall inyites, 

Or bids thee through her mazes fly. 
The nigfat-stBr guides my wandering feet, 

The chill gale bears my wasting sigh. 
Each mournful night my footstep calls 

.To minM scenes and tottering aisles; 
Where far from Rapture's revel halls, 

I think on thy deluding smiles. 

O Mary ! when the bands of sleep 

With sweet compulsion seal thine eyes, 

Think'st thou the dream that crowns Uiy teal 
S'er to mjr couch of Borrow iUes \ 



i 
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The only bliss my soul can know, 

The only vision that beguiles, 
Is just to steal awhile from woe, 

And dream of thy deluding smiles. 

When to the voice of Pride I turn, 

And clothe my sorrow in disdain ; 
When darkness shrouds my sinking form, 

And silence lures me to complain ; 
Alike in dreary scenes forlorn, 

Or 'midst the world's betraying wiles. 
Fond Memory checks the rising scorn. 

And dwells on thy deluding smiles. 

p. M, JAMES. 



ELEGY. 



The tears I shed must ever fall ; 

I mourn not for an absent swain. 
For thought can past delights recall. 

And parted lovers meet again. 
I weep not for the silent dead. 

Their toils are pass'd, their sorrows o*er, 
And those they loved their steps shall tread. 

And death shall join to part no more. 

Though boundless oceans rolFd between, 
If certain that his heart is near, 

A conscious transport glads each scene, 
Soft is the sigh, and sweet the tear. 

E'en when by Death's cold hand removed 
We mourn the tenant of the tomb, 

To think that e'en in death he loved, 
Can gild the horroiB of the ^\ootsu 
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Bat bitter, bitter are the teard 

Of her who slighted love bewails, 
No hope her gloomy prosi)ect cheers. 

No pleasing melancholy hails. 
Hers are the paogs of wounded pride, 

Of blasted hope, of wither'd joy : 
The prop she lean'd on pierced her side. 

The flame she fed bams to destroy. 

In Tain does Memory renew 

The scenes once tinged in transport's dye ; 
The sad reverse soon starts to view. 

And turns the past to agony. 
Even conscious Virtue; cannot cure 

The pangs to every feeling due ; 
Ungenerous youth ! thy boast how poor, 

To win a heart, — and break it too ! 

No cold approach, no alter'd mien, 

Just what would make Suspicion start, 
No pause the dire extremes between ; 

He made me blest,^ — and broke my heart. 
From Hope, the wretched's anchor, torn. 

Neglected, and neglecting all ; 
Friendless, forsaken, and forlorn. 

The tears I shed must ever fall ! 

MRS. D. STEWART. 



THE BANKS OF NITH. 

To thee, loved Nith, whose gladsome plains 
So late I traced with careless breast, 

I bring again a heart unchanged, 
TboasrA torn with grief, with care opi^ieaa?d. 
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Ye scenes of dear departed joys 

With transport felt, with transport sung, 

To other lays your gales have sigh'd 
With blyther notels your echoes rung. 

And now your banks and bonnie braes 

But waken sad remembrance' smart ; 
The very shades 1 held most dear 

Now strike fresh anguish to my heart : 
Deserted bower! where are they now? 

Ah ! where the garlands that I wove 
With faithful care, each mom to deck 

The altars of ungrateful love? 

The flowers of spring how gay they bloom'd 

When last with Him I wandered here. 
The flowers of spring have passed away 

For wintry horrors dark and drear. 
Yon osier'd stream, by whose lone banks 

My songs have luU'd him oft to rest, 
Is now in icy fetters lock'd, — 

Cold as my false love's frozen breast. 

Though music brings its wonted charm, 

The soothing power no more I prove, 
For how can peace that reed impart 

Which vibrates yet with fondest love? 
Ah ! vainly, vainly do I mourn. 

And vainly, vainly hope relief; 
Yet come, my reed — thy tuneful art 

Shall waft, in plaintive sounds, my grief. 

Ye banks of Nitfa, prolong the strain, 

And if my love still court your shade, 
Say, though I deeply mourn the c^«si%«) 
The charmer I can ne'er upbmd. 
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Tell hiniy inconstant though he be, 
My faith can ne'er from him depart; 

His are the tears that drown my song, 
And his the sighs that rend my heart. 

MARIA RIDDELL. 



THE MAID WITH BOSOM COLD. 

Op me they cry, I'm often told — 
^ See there the maid with bosom cold ! 
Indifference o'er her heart presides. 
And love and lovers she derides ; 
Their idle darts, unmeaning chains. 
Fantastic whims, and silly pains : 
In pride secure, in reason bold, 
See there the Maid with bosom cold.' 

Ah ! ever be they thus deceived ! 
Still be my bosom cold believed, 
And never may inquiring eyes 
Pierce through unhappy love's disguise : 
Yet could they all my bosom share. 
And see each painful tumult there. 
Ah ! never should I then be told 
That I'm the Maid with bosom cold. 

A fate severe, my suffering mind 
To endless struggles has consign'd, 
I feel a flame I must not own, 
I love, yet every hope is flown ; 
Too strong to let my passion sway. 
Too weak to teach it to obey, 
I tigonize, and then am told 
That I'm the Maid with bosom cold. 

VOL. TV, „ 
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The joy o*er all my looks expressed 
Conceals a bosom ill at rest ; 
To balls aqd routs I haste away. 
But only imitate the gay : 
I jest at loye and mock his^poWiCr, 
Yet feel his triumph every hour : 
And lost to every bliss am told 
That I'm the Maid witli bosom cold. 

Unable from myself to fly, 
I catch each word, I read each eye : 
Antonio comes — I die with fear 
Lest others mark my faltering air ; 
My eye perhaps too fondly gazed, 
My tongue too much— -too little praised : 
Suspicion's trembling slave — I'm told 
That I'm the Maid with bosom cold. 

With anxious toil, with ceaseless care,"^ 
Content and careless I appear ; 
All mirth beneath another's eye, 
Alone I heave the helpless sigh, 
Hang musing o'er his image dear, 
Feel on my cheek the' unbidden tear. 
And think, ah f why should I be told 
That I'm the Maid with bosom cold? 

The flofflrmay wave its foliage gay. 
And flaunt it to the garish day, 
Unseen the while a canker's power 
May haste its honours to devour ; 
And thus, while vainly round me play 
Youth's zephyr-breath, and pleasure's ray, 
Mj fate unknown, my tale untold, 
Tbus sinka the Maid wltk boftom cq\^. 
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THE LOVER TO HIS MISTRESS IN 
DECLINING HEALTH. 

Pride of yon lawns whose liying gems 

Bespangle Flora's snmmer vest, 
Smote by the daystar's sultry beams 

The musk rose bows her blushing crest. 

Unwonted grief my breast invades, 
Cynthia! that drooping rose art thou; 

And envious malady o'ershades ' 
The graces of thy lovely brow. 

E'en now her withering touch I view 
Steal from thy cheek health's crimson dye \ 

And languor each bright glance subdue 
That told my heart love's embassy. 

Pallid thy lip, that Venus bless'd 
With ruby tints, with rich perfumes ; 

"Where he, whose arrows pierce my breast. 
In nectar bathed his little plumes. 

Thy bosom's heavenly orbs of snow 

Swell not above its circling zone. 
And faintly throbs that heart below, 

Which beat for love and me alone. 

Ah ! should inexorable Fate 

To his dark realms my fair consign, 
Shall Thyrsis ask a longer date? 

No ! let thy parting hour be mine ! 

Serer'd through life's inclement day, 

O ! give thy last fond sigh to me ; ' 
And bleM'd the mandate YM obey 

That weda my aoxd in death to thee. 

ANOinimo^%« 
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LOVE ELEGIES. 

I. ON LEAVING BATH. 

Adieu, ye walls that hold my favourite maid ! 

Adieu, fair city, Beauty's darling seat ! 
At length adieu ! at length, though late delay'd, 

From you my steps unwillingly retreat. 

Yet from the summit of this neighbouring hill, 
While scanty mom deals forth the light of day, 

Where your proud domes yon ample valley fill, 
My eyes shall take their lingering last survey # 

And Fancy there that envied roof descries 
Where dwells the dear possessor of my heart: 

There luU'd in happy sleep my fair one lies, 
Nor knows nor pities my unceasing smart. 

O, would some friendly dream my grief disclose ! 

— But cease, vain mind, the fond petition cease— 
Nor vex her gentle breast with fruitless woes ; 

Peace to her threshold, to her slumbers peace 

Enough for me, if when Hyperion's ray 
Unlocks the brighter glories of her eye. 

Her kindest wish shall speed me on my way; 
While from her soul escapes the struggling sig 

Nor yet, so Hope, sweet flatterer, would sugge 
Nor yet of Love unconscious is her heart; 

Oft have her smiles the mutual flame confeesV 
Nor unlamented shall I now depart. 

And oft her lips my plighted vows restored ; 
How joyed my soul such blessings to recei 
£ach hope she gare thai honour could «fioTi 
Witk every bliaa that virtae ought to ««« 
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tfhen from her presence, forced by fate I came, 
Sudden her cheeks the yirgin bloom forsook : 

In her moist eye the rising sorrows swam, 
And kind concern hung mournful on her look. 

Grief, ill conceal'd,seem'd bursting from her breast; 

The fond * farewell,' her faltering voice denied; 
With equal warmth my closing hand she press'd, 

And looks and nods the fond ^ farewell' supplied. 

Fair city, happy walls, at length adieu ! 

I go; but leave my soul's best part behind; 
I go from joy, from pleasure, and from you ; 

Love, only love accompanies my mind : 

Guard well your choicest charge, this favourite 
maid; 

So may the sun rise gorgeous on your towers 1 
Me on my hated way let darkness shade, 

Smit by the furious blasts and rattling showenk 

In glooms congenial to my sorrowing mind 
May the sick sky its troubled visage shroud ; 

My plaints be answer'd by the muttering vnnd ; 
And heavy as my heart each louring cloud. 

In vain doth Phoebus, at the call of mom. 
New trick his beams fresh rising from tiie sea ; 

In vain doth spriQg the laughing fields adorn ; . 
Without my love she shines no spring to me. 

O, could the seasons but my love restore ! 

So might my soul their genial pleasures taste : 
Or bless'd wUb her Vd hear the whirlwind toioi^ 

Andbnre the tempest of the' unsheltei^d^WiXfcV 
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For she alone can Time's dull space beguile, 
Or with fresh joys improve the happy hour : 

For she can bid the wintry landscape smile, 
Or add new beauties to the vernal hour. 



n. ON RETURNING HOME FROM WINCHESTER.^ 

In vain, O native fields, ye strive to please, 
' In vain to joy your various scenes invite : 
Nor can ye give my soul its wonted ease ; 
Nor can ye give my fair one to my sight ! 

Joy is not here : fly, sweet Remembrance, fly, 
Fly where I revel*d late in Pleasure's train ; 

Recall the fleeting form to Fancy's eye ; 
And live o'er all the blissful hours again. 

Mine was the lot, from every youth to bear 
The prize how envied, how desired by all ! 

Mine was'the lot, where hundred nymphs were fair, 
To lead the fairest through the mazy ball. 

flow felt my soul when she to music moved, 
In youth^ prime and blooming beauty warm ! 

Each step, each attitude her form improved. 
And a new grace arose on eyery charm. 

Slow I obey'd, though music gave command, 
Her palm's soft touch one moment to resign ; 

Again, ere music bade, I seized her hand. 
And lock*d the lovely treasure fast in mine. 

If then that momentary loss was pain, 
This age of absence how shall I abide? 

Ah ! who will bring her to my wish again. 
Whom adverse fate and d^taat\ttad& ^^4^'X 
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Where are those joys, those tender joys I felt^ 
When from the dance retired we sat apart? 

On her alone my eyes all fondness dwelt; 
How have their rebel looks betray'd my heart! 

Grace, harmony, and sense distinct and clear, 
With mildness in her modest language meet; 

Attention hangs upon my ravish'd ear; 
And what her eyes began, her words completet 

Away, thou silken son of foppish pride ! 

This is no ear for such discourse as thine : 
Go, let thy vows and haokney'd arts be tried 

In vain devotion at yon painted shrine. 

Nor think that love, true love, could e'er impart, 
False as your idol's bloom, such mimic joys : 

Affected mirth that springs not from the heart; 
Jests without wit, and flattery that cloys. 

By thee, my fair one, let me sit and sigh ; 

And mark the graces that around thee move ; 
Catch the dear pain that glances from thine eye, 

And yield my soul to softness and to love. 

Ah no, in pity snatch thy hand from mine, 
And hide those fatal beauties of thy cheek ; 

Nor let thine eyes so soft a look incline, n 
Lest my fond heart with tenderness should 
break. 

Thy charms, my love, overcome me with deUghtj 
Thy voice, thy look, thy smile — alas, I dream! 

Ye well knows domes, that rise upon my si^Vit) 
Oace dear indeed 1 ^ow hateful now ye «eem\ 
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Ah mock me not, my friends, with loathed joy ; 

My sickening soul such greetings cannot bear : 
Nor this the form that fiU'd my greedy eye ; 

Nor that the voice which charm'd my listen- 
ing ear. 

Where is that look? Oh, where that lovely smile ? 

Tom ftom those bles8ings,from her presence torn, 
In sighs, in tears I waste the absent while. 

Sad as the sick man's night, impatient for the 
mom. 



m. DESPAIR. 

Severe, O Love, thy tyrant power I feel. 
My heart, my life, my freedom all are thine ; 

Lo, at thy awful throne submiss I kneel. 
Stem as thon art, thy milder ear incline. 

If e'er my stabbom will thy power repell'd. 
If e'er with thee in impious contest strove. 

If e'er my tongue thy mysteries reveal'd ; 
A shameless recreant to myself and love ; 

If e'er my heart its plighted promise brpke, 
if aught but love did e'er possess my mind ; 

Then bow I calmly to the lifted stroke ; 
Then to thy rage vindictive yield resigned. 

But if, true votary to thy sovereign power. 
My infant hands thy laughing altars dress'd. 

If from my birth to this afflictive hour 
Tijr hopes, tby joys have ftuttei'dVnm^ \sN«aX\ 
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If Love, and Love alone, hath reyerd there, 
Beneath the veil of secrecy and tmth, 

O free me, free me from this sad despair. 
That blasts with chilling hand my bloom of 
youth. 

But ah ! no power of thine can reach her heart, 
Proof to that passion which her beauty gave ; 

Snatch then, O snatch from Death the friendly 
dart. 
And hide my sorrows in the silent grave ! 



rV. ABSENCE. 

Four days are pass'd, four tedious days of pain, 
Since these sad eyes beheld my love depart; 

Four days are yet to come, ere I again 
Shall see the beauteous sovereign of my heart. 

While fond impatience in my bosom bums, 
- And the slow hours insult my restless haste, 
Ah, who can teach me, till my love returns, 
^' In easy indolence the time to waste ? 

Vain search ! no ease will selfish love allow ; 

No power hath art to lull my cares asleep : 
Pleasure and mirth and smiles are irksome now ; 

And my sole comfort is to sigh and weep. 

On swifter wings I bade the moments fly; 

But they, perverse, have doubled their delay ; 
For grief hath baoish'd slumber from my eye^ 

And mi^t partakes the Borrows of the day. 

VOL. ir, a. 
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Nor thinky my fnends, that causeless is my pain. 
The hours you count not by a lover's mind ; 

Four tedious days of absence I sustain, 
And justly dread the heavier half behind. 

While distant strays my love, the poison'd dart 
Of jealousy hath struck me with despair: 

And doubts arise where reason has no part, 
Surmises vain, and self-created care. 

By glittering fops and courtly speech beset, 
Can a frail woman's faith unshaken prove? 

And will she not a wretch like me forget, 
Who only plead fidelity and love ? 

Ah no! — and now what ecstasy I feel ! [fesur ; 

False are my doubts, and vain my scrupulous 
I know the hand, I know the faithful seal, 

This letter proves my Laura's love sincere. 

Yes, fair one, yes, thy love, thy truth I see ; 

To my fond breast I'll press each tender line : 
Kiss the dear words that bid me think on thee ; 

And bless the period that concludes thee mine. 

On thee I'll think, till four long days shall give 
In thy loved presence more substantial bliss ; 

Then shall my arms their real wish receive. 
And my lips glow beneath a warmer kiss. 



V. PARTING. 



I GO, my love, and till we meet again 

Let Hope and Constancy the time beguile : 

Again to meet! that prospect shall restrain 
The tear that starts t!hToug»Vi m^ ^\s»^\s&\fcd 
smile. 
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BW611! but there is finish'd all my boast — 
hat tender accent falters on my tongue ; 
1 1 must weep for that dear object lost, 
•B which I gazed so fondly and so long. 

top ! O turn ; for I have much to say — 
He word! one look! I cannot leave thee so— 
me, she takes a distant different way ; 
jid'I unheard, unanswered, vent my woe. 

a her soft voice no more I catch the sound ; 
o more her beauties grace my happy side : 
D, I search in vain, no more is found 
[j sweet companion, and my promised bride. 

k to those happier scenes, remembrance, fly ! 
hy lenient aid my sorrow shall remove : 
tfaoa from those dear moments canst supply 
nil many a proof propitious to my love. 

fli though I loved, I found that love repaid ; 
nd seem'd of all men happy o'er the rest; 
■enting beauty heal'd the wound it made; 
ad love enslaved me but to make me bless'd. 

Ups the story of my bosom told, 
heck'd by no scornful, no unkind reply ; 
jhvouring glances bade my tongue be bold, 
Jid mutual passion kindled in her eye : 

blush soft spreading o'er her downcast face, 
lie sudden sigh, half-rising, half-suppress'd, 
tt coy distress which heightens every grace, - 
n silent eloquence her love confessed. 

w sweet to snatch her not unwiHing hand, 
Lml all delighted on her charms to %aze\ 
Cfe mix'd with many a kiss we foudV^ i^^Axa?^ 
w tender conduct of connubial da^ftl 



i 
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Each social Virtue decks her gentle mind; 

And steadfast Honour waves his banners there 
So chaste a temple Love was proud to find ; 

And Truth proclaims her parting vow uncere 

While sweet remembrance thus relieves my heart 
Ah why should grief so fair a prospect sour! 

Yes, we shall meet, and meet no more to part, 
And Heaven and Love shall bless the' expecte< 
hour. 

Then fare thee well! and to thy constant mind 
Still be my memory dear, though I am gone ; 

Still be each thought, each tender wish confined 
To me whose heart is full of thee alone : 

Fond Hope the while shall cheer my drooping soul 
In sweet impatience shall the time employ, 

Shall chide the lazy moments as they, roll, 
And soothe my grief with thoughts of fnturejo^ 

MUNDA1 



TO ELIZA. 



I ask'd a kiss, and scarce those lips complied. 
For instant fled the momentary joy : — 

Would thou hadst still the fotal bliss denied, 
And then, as now, been more severely coy! 

Can one slight shower refresh the thirsty mead t 

One single plant with verdure clothe tiie plain 

,One star o'er yon wide arch its radiance spread 

Or one small rill supply the boxmdVftss maaa^' 
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The skies umramber'd all their bounties pour ; — 
In such profusion are their blessings given. 

E'en AanklesB man must own the wondrous store 
Becomes the rich munificence of Heaven. 

While you one kiss, and one alone resigned, 
llioagh &vouring night enwrapp'd the' uncon- 
scious grove ; 

Thengh well you knew not counfless millions join'd 
Could sate the' unrival'd avarice of love. 

Yet once again the dangerous gift renew, 
With kinder looks prolong the fleeting bliss ; 

Let me too try, while all thy charms I view. 
Like Shakspeare's Moor, to ^ die upon a kiss !' 

But no such kiss as some cold sister grants, 

Or colder brother carelessly receives ; 
Mine be the kiss for which the lover pants, 
. And the dear, soft, consenting mistress gives. 

Else I as well might clasp the sculptured fair, 
And press the' unyielding marble lips to mine ; 

Or woo, the transports of my love to share. 
The pictured forms of Reynolds' hands divine. 

In thy sweet kiss, O, blend such soft desires 
As conquer youth, and palsied age can warm; 

Those arts that cherish love, like vestal fires. 
And bid in Virtue's cause our passions arm ! 

Such if tiiou givest — ^though closing air and sea 

Efface the arrovT's path, the vessel's road, 
More fkidiful to their trust my lips shall be, 
- And bear the' impression to their last abode. 

ANONYMOUS. 
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ANSWER TO THE FOREGOING ELEGY. 

And darest thou then, insulting youth, demand 
A second spoil from love's impoverished store? 

Shall strains like thine a second kiss command ? 
Thankless for one, because 1 gave no more t 

One lamp irradiates all yon starry heaven, 
One polar star directs the pilot*s way ; 

Yet what bold wretch complains no more were 
given. 
Or doubts the blessing of each friendly ray? 

One timorous kiss, which multitudes might bode, 
At once thy sun and guiding star had proved. 

If while thy lips beneath its pressure glow*d, 
And thy tongue flattered, thou hadst truly loved. 

The flame which bums upon the virgin cheek, 
The rising sigh, half-utter'd, half-suppress'd, 

To him who fondly loves, will more than speak 
What wavering thoughts divide the' impassion'd 
breast. , 

Such soft confusion could the Moor disarm, 
And his rough heart like Desdemona's move ; 

But soon her easy weakness broke the charm. 
And ere her life she lost she lost his love. 

No — if I hate thee, wherefore should I press 
A treacherous contract with love's favourite seal ? 

And if I wish thy future hours to bless, 
Ah! why too soon that anxious care reveal? 
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A ready conquest oft the victor scorns ; 

His laurels fade whose foe ere battle yields : 
No shout attends the warrior who returns 

To claim the palm of .uncontested fields. 

But let thy soul each lawless wish disown 
While yet my hate or love is undeclared — 

Perhaps, ere many circling years are flown, 
Tbou'lt think Eliza but a poor reward. 

For, ah I my kisses ne'er shaU teem with art, 
My faithful bosom forms but one design : 

To study well the wife's, the mother's part. 
And learn to keep thee ere I make thee mine. 

ANONYMOUS. 



TO DELIA. 



What scenes of bliss my raptured fancy framed 
In some lone spot with Peace and thee retired I 

Though reason then my sanguine fondness blamed, 
I still believed what flattering Love inspired. 

But now my wrongs have taught my humbled mind 
To dangerous bliss no longer to pretend ; 

In books a calm but fix'd content to find ; 
Safe joys! that on ourselves alone depend. 

With them the gentle moments I beguile 
In learned ease and elegant delight, 

Compare the beauties of each different style, . 
Each various ray of wif s diffusive light. 

^ow mark the strength of Milton's sacred lines, 

Sense raised by genius, fancy ruled by art. 
Where all the glory of tke Godhead sbinea, 
And earliest innooence enchants the VieatU 
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Now, fired by Pope and Virtue, leare the age 
In low pursuit of self-undoing wrong ; 

And trace the author through his moral page. 
Whose blameless life still answers to his song. 

If time and books my lingering pain can heal, 
And Reason fix its empire o'er my heart ; 

My patriot breast a noble warmth shall feel, 
And glow with loTe,where weakness has no part. 

Thy heart, O Lyttelton ! shall be my guide ; 

Its fires shall warm me and its worth improve : 
Thy heart! above all envy and all pride. 

Firm as man's sense, and soft as woman's love. 

And you, O West ! with her your partner dear, 
Whom social mirth and useful sense commend. 

With Learning's feast my drooping mind shall 
cheer, 
Glad to escape from love to such a friend. 

But why so long my weaker heart deceive? 

Ah ! still I love in pride and reason's spite : 
No books, alas ! my painful thoughts relieve. 

And, while I threat, this Elegy I write. 

HAMMOND. 



r 



TO DELIA. 

IN THE MANNER OF OVID. 

O SAY, thou dear possessor of my breast ! 
Where's now my boasted liberty and rest ? 
Where the gay moments which I once have knowii? 
O, where that heart I fondly thought my own? 
From place to place I solitary to^m, ~ * 

broad uaeasyf nor conteiit at\ioinfi. 
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I scorn the beauties common eyes adore ; 
The more I view them, feel thy worth the more : 
UnmoTed I hear them speak,,or see them fkir, 
And only think on thee — who art not there. 
In vain would books their formal succour lend ; 
Nor Wit nor Wisdom can relieve their friend : 
Wit can't deceive the pain I now endure, 
And Wisdom shows the ill without the cure. 
When from thy sight I waste the tedious day, 
A thousand schemes I form and things to say ; 
But when thy presence gives the time I seek, 
My heart's so fidl, I wish but cannot speak. 

And could I speak with eloquence and ease. 
Till now not studious of the art to please. 
Could I, at woman who so of^ exclaim. 
Expose (nor blush) thy triumph and my shame, 
Abjure those maxims I so lately prized, 
And court that sex I foolishly despised. 
Own thou hast soften'd my obdurate mind. 
And thus revenged the wrongs of womankind; 
Lost were my words, and fruitless all my pain ; 
In yain to tell thee, all I write in vain : 
My humble sighs shall only reach thipe ears, 
And all my eloquence shall be my tears. 

And now (for more I never must pretend) 

Hear me notas thy lover, but thy friend : 

Thousands wnl fain thy little heart ensnare, 

For, without danger, none like thee are fair; 

But wisely dhoose who best deserves thy flame. 

So shall the choice itself become thy fame ; 

Nor yet despise, though void of winning art. 

The plain and honest courtship of the heart : 

The skilfoJ tongue in lore's persuasive loTe, 

Though lesBitfeelB, will please and flatter mote, 
ro£^ ir. jg 
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And, meanly learned in that guilty trade, 
Can long abuse a fond unthinking maid. 
And since their lips, so knowing to deceive, 
Thy unexperienced youth might soon believe; 
And since their tears, in false submission dress'd, 
Might thaw the icy coldness of thy breast ; 
O ! shut thine eyes to such deceitful woe : 
Caught by the beauty of thy outward show, 
like me they do not love, whatever they seem; 
Like me — with passion founded on esteem. 

HAMMOND^ 



CYNTHIA. 



Beneath an aged oak's embowering shade. 
Whose spreading arms with gray moss fringed 
were, 

Around whose trunk the clasping ivy stray'd, 
A lovelorn youth oft pensive would repair. 

Fast by, a Naiad taught her stream to glide. 
Which through the dale a winding channel wore ; 

The silver willow decked its verdant side, 
The whispering sedges waved along the shore. 

Here oft when Mom peep'd o*er the dusky hill, 
Here oft when Eve bedew'd the misty vale. 

Careless he laid him all beside the rill, 

And pour'd in strains like these his artless tale. 

Ah ! would he say — and then a sigh would heave : 
Ah, Cynthia ! sweeter than the breath of mom, 

Soft as the gentle breeze that fans at eve. 
Of thee bereft how ahall 1 \vve loTVoxnl 
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Ah ! what avails this sweetly solemn bower, 
That silent stream where dimpling eddies play; 

Yon thymy bank bedeck'd with many a flower, 
Where maple-tofts exclude the beam of day? 

Robb'd of my lore, for how can these delight, 
Thovigh lavish Spring her smiles around has cast ! 

Despair, alas ! that whelms the soul in night, 
Dims the sad eye, and deadens every taste. 

4s droops the lily at the blighting gale. 
Or crimson-spotted cowslip of the mead, 

Wliose tender stalk (alas ! their stalk so frail) 
Some hasty foot hath bruised with heedless 
tread; 

As droops the woodbine, when some village hind 
Hath fell'd the sapling elm it fondly bound ; 

BTo more it gadding dances in the wind, 
But trails its fading beauties on the ground ; 

So droops my soul, dear maid, downcast and sad. 
For ever I ah ! for ever torn from thee ; 

Bereft of each sweet hope which once it had. 
When love, when treacherous love first smiled 
on me. 

Retom, blessed days ; return, ye laughing hours. 
Which led me up the roseate steep of youth; 

Which strew'd my simple path with vernal flowers. 
And bade me court chaste Science and fair Truth. 

Y6 know the curling breeze, or gilded fly 
That idly wantons in the noontide air. 

Was not BO free, was not bo gay as I ; 
F'or abi I knew not then or love or care. 



^ 
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Witness, ye winged daughters of the year, 
If e'er a sigh had leam'd to heave my breast ! 

if e'er my cheek was conscious of a tear, 

Till Cynthia came and robb'd my soul of rest. 

Oh, have you seen, bathed in the morning dew. 
The budding rose its infant bloom display ; 

When first its virgin tints unfold to view. 

It shrinks and scarcely trusts the blaze of day. 

So soft,- so delicate, so sweet she came, 

Youth's damask glow just dawning on her cheek ; 

I gazed, I sighM, 1 caught the tender flame, 
Felt the fond pang, and droop'd with passion, 
weak. 

Yet not unpitied was my pain the while, 
For oft beside yon sweetbrlar in the dale. 

With many a blush, with many a melting smile, 
She sat and listened to the plaintive tale. 

Ah me ! I fondly dreamt of pleasures rare ; 

Nor deem'd so sweet a face with scorn could 
glow; 
How could you cruel then pronounce despair. 

Chill the warm hope, and plant the thorn of woe ? 

What though no treasures canker in my chest, 
Nor crowds of suppliant vassals hail me lord! 

What though my roof can boast no princely guest. 
Nor surfeits lurk beneath my frugal board ! 

Yet should Content, that shuns the gilded bed, 
With smiling Peace, and Virtue there forgot. 

And rose-lipp*d Health, which haunts the straw- 
built shed, 
Wltb cb&rub Jojf frequent my ^tSiXft co\.\ 
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Led by chaste Love, the decent band should come, 
O charmer, wouldst thou deign my roof to share ? 

Nor should the Muses scorn our simple dome, 
Or, knit in mystic dance, the Graces fair. 

The woodland nymphs and gentle fays at eve 
Forth from the dripping eave and mossy dell. 

Should round our hearth fantastic measures weave. 
And shield from mischief by their guardian spell. 

Come then, bright maid, and quit the city throng. 
Hare rural joys no charm to win the soul ? 

She proud, alas ! derides my lowly song, 
Scorns the fond tow, and spurns the russet stole. 

Then, Love, begone, thy thriftless empire yield. 
In yonth^l toils 111 lose the' unmanly pain : 

With echoing horns I'll rouse the jocund field. 
Urge the keen chase, and sweep along the plain. 

Or all in some lone moss-grown to^wier sublime 
With midnight lamp I'll watch pale Cynthia 
round, 
Explore the choicest rolls of ancient time, 

And heal with Wisdom's balm my hapless 
wound. 

Or else I^ roam — Ah no! that sigh profound 
Tells me that stubborn love disdains to yield ; 

Nor flight nor Wisdom's balm can heal the wound. 
Nor pain forsake me in the jocund field. 

PERCY. 
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WRITTEN ON VALENTINE'S MORNING. 

Hark, through the sacred silence of the night. 
Loud Chanticleer doth sound his clarion shrill, 

Hailing with song the first pale gleam of light 
That floats the dark brow of yon eastern hill. 

Bright star of mom, oh ! leave not yet the wave. 
To deck the dewy frontlet of the day, 

Nor thou, Aurora, quit Tithonus' cave. 
Nor drive retiring darkness yet away, 

Ere these my rustic hands a garland twine, 
Ere yet my tongue indite a simple song, 

For her I mean to hail my Valentine, 

Sweet maiden, fairest of the virgin throng. 

Sweet is the mom, and sweet the gentle breeze 
That ferns the fragrant bosom of the spring, 

Sweet chirps the lark, and sweeter far than these 
The gentle love-song gurgling turtles sing. 

Oh, let the flowers be fragrant as the mom. 
And as the turtle*s song my ditty sweet; 

Those flowers my woven chaplet must adorn. 
That ditty must my waking charmer greet. 

And thou, bless'd saint, whom choral creatures join 
In one enlivening symphony to hail. 

Oh, be propitious, gentle Valentine, 
And let each holy tender sigh prevail. 

Oh, give me to approach my sleeping love, 

And strew her pillow wiUithe freshest flowers, 
Nasigh unhallowed shall my \>o%om lasss^, 
Nor step profane pollute my tDaft\o^^*t^">oa^«t^^ 
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At sacred distance only will I gaze, 

Nor bid my unreproyed eye refrain; [praise. 
Meanwhile my tongue shall chant her beauty*« 

And hail her sleeping with the gentlest strain. 

^ Awake, my fair, awake, for it is time ; 

Hark, thousand songsters rise from yonder grove. 
And rising carol this sweet hour of prime, 

Each to his mate, a roundelay of lore. 

All nature sings the hymeneal song. 
All nature follows where the spring invites ; 

Come forth, my love, to us these joys belong. 
Ours is tiie spring, and all her young delights. 

For us she throws profusely forth her flowers. 
Which in fresh chapleta joyful I will twine ; 

Come forth, my fair; oh, do not lose these hours. 
But wake, and be my faithful Valentine. 

Full many an hour all lonely haye I sigh'd. 
Nor dared the secret of my love reyeal. 

Full many a fond expedient haye I tried 
My warmest wish in silence to conceal. 

And oft to far retired solitude 

All mournfully my slow step have I bent, 
Luxurious there indulged my musing mood, 

And there alone have giyen my sorrows yent. 

This day resolved I dare to plight my vow : 
This day, long since the feast of love decreed, 

Embolden'd wiU I speak my flame, nor thou. 
Reiuae to hear how sore my hcait doe& \A«^** 
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Yet if I should behold my love awake, 
Ah, frail resolves, ah whither will ye fly ? 

Full well I know I shall not silence break, 
But struck with awe almost with fear shall die. 

Oh no, I will not trust a faltering speech 
In broken phrase an awkward tale to tell, 

A tale whosQ tenderness no tongue can reach. 
Nor softest melody can utter well. 

But my. meek eye, best herald of my heart, 
I will compose to soft and downcast look, 

And at one humble glance it shall impart 
My love, nor fear the language be mistook. 

For she shall read (apt scholar at this lore) 
With what fond passioif my true bosom glows. 

How hopeless of return I still adore, 

Nor dare the boldness of my wish disclose. 

Should she then smile, — ^yet ah ! she smiles on all, 
Her gentle temper pities all distress; 

On every hill, each vale the sunbeams fall, 
Each herb and flower, each tree and shrub they 
bless. 

Alike all nature grateful owns the boon. 

The universal ray to all is free ; 
Like fond Endymion should I hope the moon. 

Because among the rest she shines on me ? 

Hope, vain presumer, keep, oh, keep away; 

Even if my woe her gentle bosom move. 
Pity some look of kindness may display; 
But each soft glance is not alooW oiYox^. 
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Yet, heavenly visitant, thou dost not quit 
liiose bowers where angels sweet division sing, 

Nor deignest thou on mortal shrine to sit 
Alone, for round thee ever on the wing 

Glad choirs of loves attend, and hovering wait 
Thy ndld command; of these thy blooming train, 

Oh, bid some sylph in morning dreams relate. 
Ere yet my love awake, my secret pain. 

ANONYMOUS. 



ON 

HIS FALLING IN LOVE WITH NEiERA. 

Farewell that liberty our fathers gave ; ' 
In vain they gave, their sons received in vain: 

I saw Nesera, and, her instant slave. 
Though bom a Briton, hugg'd the servile chain. 

Her usage well repays my coward heart; 

Meanly she triumphs in her lover's shame : 
No healing joy relieves his constant smart, 

No smile of love rewards the loss of fame. 

Oh ! that, to feel these killing pangs no more, 
On Scythian hills I lay a senseless stone. 

Was fix'd a rock amidst the watery roar, 
And in the vast Atlantic stood alone. 

Adieu, ye Muses ! or my passion aid ; 

Why should I loiter by your idle spring? 
My humble yoice would move one only maid) 

And she contemna the trifles which 1 smtt. 

VOL. IV, 
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I do not ask the lofty epic strain, 

Nor striye to paint the wonders of the sphere ; 
I only sing one cruel maid to gain ; — 

Adieu, ye Moses! if she will not hear. 

No more in useless innocence 111 pine ; 

Since guilty presents win the greedy fair^ 
I'll tear its honours from the broken shrine, 

But chiefly thine,. O Venus! will I tear. 

Deceived by thee, I loved a beauteous maid, 
Who bends on sordid gold her low desires ; 

Nor worth nor passion can her heart persuade^ 
But love must act what avarice requires. 

Unwise who first, the charm of nature lost, 
With Tyrian purple soil'd the snowy sheep; 

Unwiser still who seas and mountains crossed. 
To dig the rock and search the pearly deep. 

These costly toys our silly fair surprise ; 

The shining follies cheat their feeble sight ; 
Their hearts, secure in trifles, love despise : 

Tis vain to court them, but more vain to w:rite. 

Why did the gods conceal the little mind 
And earthly thoughts beneath a heavenly face ; 

Forget the worth that dignifies mankind. 

Yet smooth and polish so each outward grace ? 

Hence aU the blame that Love and Venus bear ; 

Hence pleasure short, and anguish ever long ; 
Hence tears and sighs \ and hence the peevish fair, 

The froward lover — Hence this angry song. 

HAMMOND. 
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TO FORTUNE, 

SUGGESmiG HIS MOIITBS FOR REPIinXG AT HER 
IIISPENSATIOMS. 

Ask not the cause why tiiis rebellious tcmgue 
Loads with fresh corses thy detested sway; 

Ask noty thns branded in my softest song, 
Why stands the flatter'd name which all obey ? 

Tis not that in my shed I lurk forlorn. 
Nor see my roof on Parian columns rise ; 

That on this breast no mimic star is borne 

Rerered^ ! more than those that light the skies. 

Tis not that, on the turf supinely laid, 
I sing or pipe but to the flocks that graze; 

And, all inglorious, in the lonesome shade 
My finger stiffens, and my Toice decays. 

Not that my fancy mourns thy stem command. 
When many an embryo dome is lost in air ; 

While guardian Prudence checks my eager hand, 
And, ere the turf is broken, cries, ' Forbear! 

' Forbear, yain youth ! be cautious, weigh thy gold. 
Nor let yon rising column more aspire ; 

Ah ! better dwell in ruins than behold 

Thy fortunes mouldering, and thy domes entire. 

* HoDorio built, but dared my laws defy ; 

He planted, scornful of my sage commands ; 
The peach's Temal bud regaled his eye. 

Hie frmtage lipen'd for more frugal hands. 
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< See the small stream that pours its murmuriDg tide 
O'er some rough rock that would its wealth . 
display, 

Displays it aught but penury and pride ? 

Ah ! construe wisely what such murmurs say. 

* How would some flood, with ampler treasures 
bless'd, 

Disdainful view the scantling drops distill ! 
How must Velino • shake his reedy crest ! 

How every cygnet mock the boastive rill !* 

Fortune ! I yield : and see, I give the sign ; 

At noon the poor mechanic wanders home, 
Collects the square, the level, and the line^ 

And with retorted eye forsakes the dome. 

Yes, I can patient view the shadeless plains ; 

Can unrepining leave the rising wall ; 
Check the fond love of art that fired my veins. 

And my warm hopes in full pursuit recall. 

Descend, ye storms ! destroy my rising pile ; 

Loosed be the whirlwind's unremitting sway ; 
Contented I, although the gazer smile. 

To see it scarce survive a winter's day. 

Let some dull dotard bask in thy gay shrine. 

As in the sun regales his wanton herd ; 
Guiltless of envy, why should I repine 

That his rude voice, his grating reed's preferr'd ? 
Let him exult, with boundless wealth supplied, 

Mine and the swain's reluctant homage share ; 
Bi^ ah! his tawdry shepherdess's pride, 

Oods ! must my Delia, must my DeUa bear? 

• A rirer fa IteJy that mu loo yattia v^TVWi«te«Xw. 
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Must Delia's softness^ elegance, and ease 
Submit to Marian's dress ? to Marian's gold ? 

Must Marian's robe from distant India please ? 
Hie simple fleece my Delia's limbs enfold? 

' Yet sore on Delia seems the russet fair ; 

Ye glittering daughters of disguise, adieu !' 
So talk the wise, who judge of shape and air, 

But will the rural thane decide so true ? 

Ah ! what is native worth esteem'd of clowns ? 

Tis thy false glare, O Fortune ! thine they see ; 
lis for my Delia's sake I dread thy frowns, 

And my last gasp shall curses breathe on thee. 

SHBNSrrONE. 



HIS RECANTATION. 

No more the Muse obtrudes her thin disguise^ 
No more with awkward fallacy complains 

How erery fervour from my bosom flies. 
And Reason in her lonesome palace reigns. 

Ere the chill winter of our days arrive, 

No more she paints the breast from passion free ; 

I feel, I feel one loitering vrish survive ; 

Ah! need I, Florio, name that vrish to thee? 

The star of Venus ushers in the day. 

The first, the loveliest of the train that shine ! 

The star of V^ius lends her brightest ray. 
When other dtars their friendly beams resign. 

Still in my breast one soft desire remains. 

Pure as that star^ from^ilt, from interest free \ 
Haa greaiie Delia tripp'd across the plains, 
And need I, Florio, name that ^wiBh to ihfiet 
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While, cloy'd to find the scenes of life the same, 
I time with careless hand my languid lays. 

Some secret impulse wakes my former flame, 
And fires my strain with hopes of brighter days. 

I slept not long beneath yon rural bowers, 
And lo ! my crook wi^ flowers adom'd I see ; 

Has gentle Delia bound my crook with flowers, 
And need I, Florio, name my hopes to thee? 

SHENSTONE. 



TO 

bELlA, WITH SOME FLOWERS: 

COMPLAINING HOW MUCH HIS BENEVOLENCE SUFFERS 
ON ACCOUNT OF HI& HtJMBLE FORTUNE. 

Whatever could Sculpture's curious art employ, 
Whate*er the lavish hand of Wealth can shower, 

These would I give — and every gift enjoy 
That pleased my fair — ^but Fate denies my power. 

Bless'd were my lot to feed the social fires ! 

To learn the li^tent wishes of a friend ! 
To give the boon his native taste admires. 

And for my transport on his smile depend ! 

Bless'd too is he whose evening ramble strays 
Where droop the sons of Indigence and Care ! 

His little gifts their gladden'd eyes amaze. 
And win, at small expense, their fondestprayer! 

And, oh! the joy, to shun the conscious light; 

Ta spare the modest blush ; to give unseen : 
Like showera that fall behind the veil of night, 

Yet deeply tinge the snuUng ^a\eia 'svVIk ^sca^xl. 
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But happiest they who drooping reakns relieve ! 

Whose yirtaes in our cultured vales appear ! 
For whose sad fate a thousand shepherds grieve, 

And fading fields allow the grief sincere. 

To call lost Worth from its oppressive shade. 
To fix its equal sphere, and see it shine ; 

To hear it grateful ovni the generous aid ; 

This, this is transport — ^but must ne'er be mine ! 

Faint is my bounded bliss ; nor I refuse 
To range where daisies open, rivers roll. 

While prose or song the languid hours amuse. 
And soothe the fond impatience of my soul. 

A while 111 weave the roofs of jasmine bowers. 
And urge with trivial cares the loitering year; 

A while I'll prune my grove, protect my flowers, 
Then, unlamented, press an early bier ! 

Of thes^loved flowers the lifeless corse may share, 
Some hireling hand a fading wreath bestow ; 

The rest will breathe as sweet, will glow as fair 
As when their master sipiled to see them glow. 

The sequent mom shall wake the silvan quire ; 

The kid again shall wanton ere 'tis noon ; 
Nature will smile, will wear her best attire ; 

O, let not gentle Delia smile so soon ! 

While the rude hearse conveys me slow away, 
And careless eyes my vulgar fate proclaim. 

Let thy kind tear my utmost worth o'erpay. 
And, softly sighing, vindicate my fame.-^ 

O Delia! cheer'dhy thy superior praise, 
I bless the silent path the fates decree ; 
Pleased from the list of my inglorious days 
TbiSAffifr^iooiiieiitecrowii'd with bliss akdCkieci. 
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STANZAS TO 



Though the day of my destiny's over, 

And the star of my fate hath declined, 
Thy soft heart hath refused to discover 

The faults which so many could find ; 
Though thy soul with my grief was acquainted, 

It shrunk not to share it w* Ji me, 
And the love which my spirit hath painted 

It never hath found but in thee. 

Then when nature around me is smiling 

The last smile which answers to mine, 
I do not believe it beguiling, 

Because it reminds me of thine ; 
And when winds are at war with the ocean. 

As the breasts I believed in with me, ^ 
If their billows excite an emotion, 

It is that they bear me from thee. 

Though the rock of my last hope is shivered. 

And its fragir 3nts are sunk in the wave, 
Though I feel that my soul is delivered 

To pain — it shall not be its slave. 
There is many a pang to pursue me : 

They may crush but thefy shall not contemn — 
They may torture, but shall not subdue me — 

"Tis of thee that I think — not of them. 

Though hum&n, thou didst not deceive me, 
Though woman, thou didst not forsake. 
Though loved, thou forbarest to grieve me> 
Though alsuider'dy thou nevet co\]\d»l f^^a^u^ \ 
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Though tnwtedy thou dicUt not disclaim me^ 

Though parted, it was not to fly, 
Though watchful, 'twas not to de£une me, 

Nor mute, that the world might belie. 

Yet I blame not the world, nor despise it. 

Nor the war of the many with one — 
If my soul was not fitted to prize it, 

Twas folly not sooner to shun : 
And if dearly that error hath cost me, 

And more than I once could foresee, 
I have found that, whatever it lost me. 

It could not deprive me of thee. 

From the wreck of the past, which hath perished. 

Thus much I at least may recall. 
It hath taught me that what I most cherish'd 

Deserved to be dearest of all : 
In the desert a fountain is springing, 

In tiie wide waste there still is a tree. 
And a bird in the solitude singing. 

Which speaks to my spirit of thee. 

LORD BYRON. 



LOVE ELEGY. 



Now sunk in dumb despondence on the thorn. 
Where nightly perch*d she pours her solemn lay. 

Sad Philomel beholds the gradual mom, 
Bright and yet brighter, kindle into day. 

Sweet child of sorrow ! with regret, like thine, 

I too yon gold, that skirts the dapple, see ; 

No joy the gleama that now more ruddy sbiuft, 

J^ear as the Joy tiuU iies them, bring to mft. 
voi„ ir. jj 
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Yet then again, ye slumbers, o'er my eyes 
Descending, soothe my troubled soul to rest; 

And yet again, ye pleasing visions rise. 
In all my Delia's gentler graces dress'd. 

And though through every semblance ye can range, 
Well might ye choose my Delia's fonto to wear. 

Secure, that to no lovelier ye can change, 
No mien more graceful, and no face more fair. 

In vain I call : obedient to my will 

No visions rise, no slumbers o*er me creep, 

And now in glory from yon eastern hill. 
The sun ascending bids me wake to weep. 

Ah ! gentle sun ! so will I bless thy beams, 
Though thy return but grief returning brings— 

With cautious reverence steal, where hovering 
dreams 
O'er Delia's pillow wave their busy wings. 

O ! could I stand with trembling duty nigh. 
To guard, and guarding gaze upon the maid, 

No ruder ray should there intrude, no fly 
With murmuring error her repose invade. 

And if, while thus I gazed, upon her cheek 
One smile of haughty scorn should haply dawn ; 

And if one amorous sigh should haply break. 
Deep from the involuntary bosom drawn; 

Now, would I cry, she proudly feigns to smile 
While at her feet I seem my suit to press; 

Now ill conceal'd by many a female wile. 
Her mutaal lore those amoioua «v|^ cod&m^. 
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And can I thus the flattering tale belieye. 
Which hope, too ready, whispers in my ear? 

And can I thus this simple heart deceive, 
That still my Delia holds my memory de«»r? 

She now can wander in the conscious grove. 
Nor think how there I wander'd by her side; 

In dreams her fancy now can freely rove^ 
Nor hear me talk, nor see my image glide. 

Yet he she false, her falsehood shall but show 
How fix'd the firm foundation of my truth ; 

For her ahme I nurse perpetual woe. 

For her, in silence drooping, waste my youth. 

For her, where lingering on in many a maze 
Their humid train the waves of Isis wreathe. 

The tuneful sorrows of these tender lays 

With many a hope and many a fear I breathe : 

And oft the while, my head, in grief declined. 
Wistful I raise to watch the journeying sun ; 

Sigh as I mark the distance yet behind, 

And bid his westering wheels more swiftly run. 

Then fondly kind in visionary charms 
Propitious night my Delia may restore ; 

Then I again may fold her in these arms ; 
O be the vision true ! I ask no more. 

F. LAURENCE. 



DELIA. 

Yes, Delia loves ! my fondest vows are bless'd ; 

Farewell the memory of her past disdain ; 
One kind relenting glance has heal'd my breast^ 

And balanced in a moment years of pain I 
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O'er her soft cheek consenting blushes more, 
And with kind stealth her secret soul betray; 

Blushes^ which usher in the mom of love, 
Sure as the reddening east foretells the day. 

Her tender smiles shall pay me with delight 
For many a bitter pang of jealous fear; 

For many an anxious day and sleepless night, 
For many a stifled sigh and silent tear. 

Delia shall come and bless my lone retreat; 

She does not scorn the shepherd's lowly life ; 
She will not blush to leave the splendid seat, 

And oym the title of a poor man's wife. 

The simple knot shall bind her gather'd hair, 
The russet garment clasp her lovely breast : 

Delia shall inix among the rural fair, 

By charms alone distinguish'd from the rest. 

And meek Simplicity, neglected maid. 
Shall bid my fair in native graces shine. 

She, only she shall lend her modest aid. 

Chaste sober priestess, at sweet Beauty's shrine ! 

How sweet to muse by murmuring springs reclined; 

Or loitering careless in the shady grove. 
Indulge the gentlest feelings of the mind. 

And pity those who live to aught but love ! 

When Delia's hand unlocks her shining hair. 

And o'er her shoulder spreads the flowing gold. 
Base were the man who one bright tress would 

spare 
For all the ore of India's coat^et moxsX^. 
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By her dear side with what content I'd toil, 
Patient of any labour in her sight ; 

Guide the slow plough, or turn the stubborn soil, 
Till the last lingering beam of doubtful light. 

But softer tasks divide my Delia's hours, 
To watch the firstlings at their harmless play ; 

Witii welcome shade to screen the languid flowers 
That sicken in the summer's parching ray. 

Oft will she stoop amidst her evening walk, 
With tender hand cash bruised plant to rear ; 

To bind the drooping lily's broken stalk. 
And nurse the blossoms of the infant year. 

When beating rains forbid our feet to roam, 
We'll shelter'd sit, and turn the storied page ; 

There see what passions shake the lofty dome 
With mad ambition or ungovern'd rage : 

What headlong ruin oft involves the great; 

What conscious terrors guilty bosoms prove ; 
What strange and sudden turns of adverse fate 

Tear the sad virgin from her plighted love. 

Delia shall read, and drop a gentle tear. 

Then cast her eyes around the low-roof'd cot. 

And own the fates have dealt more kindly here. 
That bless'd with only love our little lot. 

For Love has sworn (I heard the awful vow) 
The wavering heart shall never be hit care 

That stoops at any baser shrine to bow ; 

And what be cannot rule he scorns to share. 

My heart in Delia is so fully bless'd. 

It has no room to lodge another joy ; 
Vijr peace all leans upon that gentle brealkt, 
And ooly there jaJB fortune can BQnoy • 
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Our silent hours shall steal unmark'd away 
Id one long tender calm of rural peace ; 

And measure many a fair unblemished day 
Of cheerful leisure and poetic ease. 

The proud unfeeling world their lot shall scorn 
Who midst inglorious shades can poorly dwell : 

Tet if some youth, for gentler passions bom, 
Shall chance to wander near our lowly cell, 

His feeling breast with purer flames shall glow, 
And, leaving pomp and cares and state behind, 

Shall own the world has little to bestow 

Where two fond hearts in equal love are join'd. 

MRS. BARBAULD. 



ELEGY, 

WRl'lTEN AS FROM A FRENCH LADY, WHOSE HUS- 
BAND HAD BEEN THREE YEARS PRISONER OF 
WAR AT LICHFIELD. 

Fled are the years love should have calFd his own, 
Bearing my wasted youth they roU'd away: 

Dost thou conceive, my husband, how I moan 
Through the long lonely disappointed day ? 

Night comes. — ^Ah ! every instant, as it flies. 
Feeds my impatience to behold thee here. — 

Miming will soon relume the darkened skies, 
But when shall n\y soul's morning reappear? 

Each separated moment dost thou count 

With a regret solicitous as mine? 
Ruthless the foe who swells their vast amount^ 
And bids thee m unransom'd bouda^^e v^ui^ 
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For thee, I Judge fhee by myself, and know, 
Dear hapless exile ! all thou must endure ; 

The cheerless days, and every heartsick woe 
lliat liberty might chase, and love should cure. 

Yet, O ! when absence all my soul o'erpowers, 
Why does thy pen withhold the only aid ? 

When gales blow homeward from tiie hostile 
shores, 
Why are the expected lines of love delay *d? 

Question unwise! — Does not this heart require 
Trust in my husband's tenderness and truth? 

What else can slake the slow-consuming fire 
My peace that scorches, and that wastes my 
youth? 

Trust in bis love my heart demands, — and, oh ! 

Another confidence bless'd power obtains, 
Rescuing my senses from severer woe 

Than even this cruel banishment ordains ; 

Reliance that kind Heaven preserves his life, 
His health from wasting by disease's brands ; 

That not to their restraints his faithful wife 
Owes her late baffled hopes and vacant hands. 

If she may judge his feelings by her own, 
And grateful memory urges that she may. 

He numbers tear for tear, and groan for groan. 
Through the slow progress of the joyless day. 

With sweet remembrances my thrilling heart 

Full of the past surrounds itself in vain ; 
Thej rise! — tbey charm ! — but soon, alas I imi^AxV., 
Bjr sad compariBoUy increase of pain. 

k 
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No fond deception, nor yet Hope nor Fear 
Arrest the pace of life-exhausting Time ! — 

He might return ! — one word, and he is here ! — 
Ah! why are bonds for him who knows not 
crime? 

Fierce war ordains them ! Fiend of humankind ! 

Fetters find death one murder overtake ; 
From thee the guiltless no exemption find, 

Thy murder'd millions glut the vulture's beak ! 

And from such fate remember, O my soul. 
Exile and bonds severe redemption prove ; 

That thought drops sweetness in the bitter bowl 
Quaffed to the dregs by long-divided love. 

Oft to my aid this consciousness I call. 

To close the eyes which still have oped to weep; 

When night and sorrow spread their mingled pall, 
That thought distills the' oblivious balm of 
sleep. 

All things around me seem to^ expect him here ; 

My husband's favourite robe enfolds me still ; 
Here have I ranged the books he loved, — and 
there • 

Placed the selected chair he used to fill. 

Again to be resumed, if yielding fate 

At length would give him back to love and me ; 

Then should I see him there reclined sedate. 
Our darling children clinging rounci his knee. 

And lo ! at yonder table where they stand !— 

Their glances o'er the map of England stray ; 
Ah ! on the too, too interesting land 
How bends thy Aunise her inteQ&e «»uts^^\ 
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And BOW the smiles, and to her brother turns. 
Her inger placed on Lichfield ! — there^she says, 

There is our dear, dear father! — O f how yearns 
My Tery soul to made their ardent gase ! 

Frequent, this killing absence to beguile, 
Ajixious I watch, as traits of thee arise ; 

I see them playing in my Annise' smile, 
I meet them in thy Frederic's candid eyes. 

Thehr strengthen'd Uoom, their much expanded 
mind 

Shall recompense my beauty's vanish'd trace ; 
Yes, thou wilt loye me more when thou shalt find 

Tliy absence written on my faded face. 

Dearest, farewell ! — though misery now be ours, 
Slow time will bring the reuniting day. 

When tho«.and joy shall blesf these lonely bowers. 
By sweet excess overpaying long delay. 

DOSS SEWARD. 



WRITTEN AT SEA. 



Qm sap^iire throne, o'er heaven's unnumber'd 
fires, 
Hie moon in fuU-orb'd miyesty presides ; 
Calm are the seas, a favouring breese transpires. 
And through the waves the vessel smoothly 
glides: 

Beyond the* horizon's bound the mind extends. 
To .the sought shores where Hope delusive 
leads: 

Soothed hy ibe scene, her tortures grief suspenAa 
for mbgent kiadred, ihends. and nadye meaA&. 

VOL, IV. , 
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Till sympathy from brooding memory's stores ^ 
Culls thomSy and plants them in the bleeding 
breast ; 

Sunk into gloom the mind no more explores 
Hope's future dawn, and pants in vain for rest* 

' What though the seas are calm, the skies serene,* 
Thus anguish dictates the desponding strain : 

^ To friendship fear presents a gloomier scene^ 
The whirlwind's fury and tempestuous main. 

' Even now, perhaps, from many a kindred eye 
My dubious fate compels the generous tear, 

And every passing cloud that veils the sky 
Chills some fond anxious breast with boding 
fear. 

'In my love's bosom deeper sorrows roll, 

Frantic with dread she sighs, implores, she 
raves, 
Whilst horror paints me to her sickening soul 
Dash'd on a rock, o'erwhelm'd beneath the 
waves.' 

Fatiier oflieaven,whose power controls the storms, 
O let thy mercy hear a wanderer's prayer ! 

Check the vnld fears connubial fondness forms. 
And save the tender mourner from despair. 

For me, whatever thy sovereign v«rill shall doom. 
Still give me faith to bear that lot resign'd : 

That faith which, smiling, courts the dreary tomb, 
And, heaven-aspiring,*booth8 the' afflicted mind. 

RET. 6. HUDDISFORO. 
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THE SAILOR. 

The sailor sighs as sinks his natiye shore, 

And. all its lessening turrets bluely fade ; 
He climbs the mast to feast his eye once more, 
. And busy Fancy fondly lends her aid* 

Ah ! now, each dear domestic scene he knew, 
Recaird and cherish'd in a foreign clime, 

Charms with the magic of a moonlight view. 
Its colours mellow'd, not impaired, by time. 

True as the needle, homeward points his heart, 
Through all the horrors of the stormy main ; 

This, the last wish with which its warmth could 
part. 
To meet the smile of her^ie loves again. 

When mom first faintly draws her silver line, 
Or eve's gray cloud descends to drink the wave ; 

When sea' and sky in midnight darkness join, 
Still, still he views the parting look she gave. 

Her gentle spirit, lightly hovering o*er. 
Attends his little bark from pole to pole ; 

And, when the beating billows round him roar, 
Whispers sweet hope to soothe his troubled soul. 

Carved is her name in many a spicy grove. 
In many a plantain forest waving wide; 

Where dvaky youths in painted plumage t^e^ 
And giaMtptdmBio'eraxch the yeUow ^di^. 
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But, lo ! at last he comes with crowded sail f 
Lo ! o'er the cliff what eager figures bend ! 

And^harkyWhat mingled murmurs swell the gale ! 
In each he hears the welcome of a friend. 

Tis she, *tis she herself I she waves her hand ! 

Soon is the anchor cast, the canvass farl'd: 
Soon through the whitening surge he spirings to 
land. 

And clasps tike maid he singled from the world. 

S. ROGERS. 



I 



HANNAH.* 

SACRED TO^HE MEMORY OF HER WHO IS DEAD TO ME. 

At fond sixteen, my roving heart 
Was pierced with love's delightful dart: 
Keen transport tbrobb'd in every vein — 
I never felt so swe^t a pain ! 

Where circling woods embower'd the glade^ '• 
I met the dear romantic maid : 
I stole her hand — ^it shrunk — but^ no! 
* I would not let aiy captive go. 

With all the fervency of youth. 
While passion told the taXp of truth, 
I mark'd my Hannah's downcast eye, 
Twas kind, but beautifidly shy. 

Not with a wanner, purer ray, 
The Smi enamour'd woos young May; 
Kor May, with softer modest grace, 
. Tan^Aom the Sua her blotlun^ iiAft* 
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Bnty swifter than the frighted dove, 
Fled the gay morning of my lore ; 
Oh! that io brii^t a mora so soon 
Should Taniih in so dark a noonf 

The angel of aflietion rose, 
And in his train a thousand woes ; 
'He pour'd his vial on my head, 
And all tiie heaven of raptnre fled. 

Yet, in the glory of my pride, 

I stood — and all his wrath dcied; 

I stood — ^though whirlwinds shook ray brain, 

And lightnings cleft my soul in twain. 

I dinnn'd my nymph ; yet knew not why 
I durst not meet her gentle eye : 
I shnnn'd her — ^for I could not bear 
To marry her to my despair. 

Yet, sick at heart with hope delay *d, 
Oft the dear image of that maid 
Glanced, like the rainbow, o'er my mind. 
And promised happiness behind. 

The storm blew o'er, and in my breast 
The halcyon peace rebuilt her nest; 
The storm blew o'er, and clear and mild 
The sea of youth and pleasure smiled. 

Twas on the morning of that day 
When Phoebus marries rosy May, 
I sought once more the charming spot. 
Where bloom'd the thorn by Hannah's cot. 

O ! as I cross'd the neighbouring plain, 
I lived my wooing days again: 
And £u»^ Bketek'd my future life, 
Mr home, a^ ^kUdren, and my ^ife- 
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I saw ihfi Tillage dteeple rise— < 
My soul sprang, sparkling, in mine eyes ; 
The rural bells rang sweet and clear— « 
My fond heart listened in mine ear. 

I reach'd the hamlet; all was gay; 
I love a rustic holiday! 
I met a wedding — stepped aside ; 
O Godl-T-my Hannah was the bride! 

There is a grief that cannot feel; 
It leaves a wound that will not heal! 
^My heart grew cold — it felt not then ! 
When shall it cease to feel again? 

MONTGOBIERY. 



THE GARLAND. 




The pride of every grove I chose, 
The violet sweet and lily fair. 

The dappled pink and blushing rose. 
To deck my charming Chloe's hair. 

^t mom the nymph vouchsafed to place 
Upon her brow the various wreath ; 

The flowers less blooming tiian her face. 
The scent less fragrant than her brea^. 

The flowers she wore along the day, 
And every nymph and shepherd said. 

That in her hair tiiey look'd more gay 
Than glowing in their native bed. 

Undress'd at evening, when she found 
Their odours lost^ their colours pass'd, 

3he changed her look, and on the ground 
Hpr garland and her eye she cast« 
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That eye dropped sense distinct and clear, 
As any Muse's tongue could speak, 

When from its lid a pearly tear 
Ran trickling down her beauteous cheek. 

Dissembling what I knew too well, 
^ My love, my life/ said I, ' explain 

This change of humour ; pr'ythee tell, 
That fidling tear — ^what does it mean f 

She sigh'd; she smiled ; and to the flowers 
Pointing, the lorely moralist said, 

*■ See, friend, in some few fleeting hours. 
See yonder what a change is made! 

' Ah me ! the blooming pride of May 

And that of Beauty are but one ; 
At mom both flourish, bright and gay, 

Both &de at evening, pale and gone. 

' At dawn poor Stella danced and sung. 
The amorous youth around her boVd ; 

At night her fatal knell was rung ; 
I saw and kiss'd her in her shroud. 



' duch as she is who died to^ay. 
Such I, alas! may be to-morrow ; 

Go, Damon, bid thy Muse display 
Hie justice of thy Chloe's sorrow.' 



PRIOR. 
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TO THE RIVER ISIS *. 

Fair Isis, thy marge as despairing I lie, 
. Thy Muse-haunted wave vidth wild florets oon- 
fined, [eth nigh, 

Makes me grieve when I think that the time draw- 
When for ever, I fear, I must leave thee behind. 

May thy bosom, vrith quivering shadows impressed 

From the silver green wUlow that graces thy 

shore, [S«Mt, 

With regret miss the step of a death-strioken 
And echo list oft for the sound of his oar. 

Though her lover is follen — thy copses among, 
When Philomel warbles at close <^ the day, 

May no friend be wanting to catch her lorn sang, 
And welcome the gentlest herald of May ! 

May the suns I have seen, and the cloudless 
blue skies, (armiad, 

The soft-breathing meads, and the woodlands 
StUl, still feed with raptures a thousand fond eyes. 

Though I be far distant, and cold in the ground ! 

Why dwell on the thought then? sad Fancy, d^ 
part, [spell ; 

And charm me no more with thy treacherous 
The first of past joys I dismiss from my heart, 

When thee, O sweet Isis, I once bid farewell! 

HEADLEY. 

• Written during the illness which terminated in his death. 



I 
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WRITTEN IN AUTUMN. 

The gladsome hours are gone, and from the fields, 
Now mute and naked, cheerful Toil retires ; 

The son &r off a paler radiance yields. 
And daite more iiEunt his horizontal fires. 

Mark, how the thickets fade! whose pleasing 
gloom 

No longer charms, whose music all is pass'd ; 
Prepared to shed their last autumnal bloom. 

And bare their foreheads to the wintry blast. 

T» ttoee who riot in tiie mad career 

Of wealth and luxury and idleness, [tear 

Whose souls ne'er felt, whose eyes ne'er shed a 

For worth forsaken, or for pale distress. 

No moral charm these pensive scenes impart; 

But they of softer mould, to nature true, 
Now own a kindly influence on the heart, 

And love even fields and groves of sadder hue. 

These tAch that mortal bliss must swiftly die, 
And man return to night's unending shade ; 

Tliat some on sorrow's dreary couch must lie, 
And wait for peace a pitying brother's aid ; 

That, while thvoogfa liortune's path we jocund tend, 
Tia ours each headlong passion to restrain, 

A heart too frail from vanity defend. 

And serious think on those who suffer pain. 

These too with tender thoughts awhile may oharm, 
And wake the memory of departed hours. 

That, n^ the wilds of life, beset with harm 
AndpaiamadsoiTow, amile like sununer fLo^ere \ 
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Endear'd, perhaps, by those whose looks we loved^ 
Whose gentle voice was music to our ears, 

Now far away by fates unkind removed, 
Or gone where love is vain, and vain our tears. 

These too may speak of early friendship flown. 
As through life's ever changing paths we go, 

Of blending hearts, estranged and careless grown^ 
And beaming looks that now no longer glow. 

Spring shall return, and these forsaken glades 
And faded hills and woods of foliage-pale 

Again shall bloom, again the forest shades 
Will charm, and birds the dew-eyed momins^ 
hail; 

But ne'er shall youth nor youth^s delights return^ 
Nor youth's warm sentiments that love create^ 

Bidding with stronger, purer flames to bum ; 
Nor those we mourn escape the bonds of fate. 

HAMLEY, . 



ELEGIAC EPISTLE TO A FRIEND*. 

Friend of my youth, shedd'st thou the pitying 
tear 

O'er the sad relics of my happier days ? 
Of /lature tender, as of soul sincere, 

Pour'st thou for me the melancholy lays? 

Oh ! truly said! — the distant landscape bright. 
Whose vivid, colours glitter 'don the eye. 

Is fs4^ now, and sunk in shades of night. 
As on some chilly eve the closing flowerets die. 
. * Writlen under a dejiedkM ot i9\x\K». 



\ 
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Yet had I hoped, when first, in happier times, 
I trod the magic paths where Fancy led, 

The Muse to foster in more friendly climes. 
Where never Misery rear'd its hated head. 

How vain the thought! hope after hope empires! 

Friend after friend, joy after joy is lost ; 
My .dearest wishes feed the funeral fires. 

And life is purchased at too dear a cost. 

Yet could my heart the selfish comfort know. 
That not alone I murmur and complain ; 

WeU might I find companions in my woe, 
All bom to grief, the family of Pain ! 

Full well I know in life's uncertain road 

The thorns of misery are profusely sown ; 
Full well I know, in this low vile abode, 
. Beneath the chastening rod what numbers groan. 

Bom to a happier state, how many pine 

Beneath the' oppressor's power, or feel the smart 
Of bitter want, or foreign evils join 
, To the sad symptoms of a broken heart ! 

How many, fated from their birth to view 

Misfortunes growing with their ripening years, 
The same sad track through various scenes 

pursve, . 
. Still journeying onward through a vale of tears. 

T6 them, alas! what boots the light of heaven. 
While still new miseries mark their destined 
way. 
Whether to their unhappy lot be given 
Jfeatb'B loag gad night, or life's short busy Ak^ \ 
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Me not such themes delight : — I more rc^iee 
< When chancesome happier ^better change I see ; 
Though no such change await my hicklesa choice, 
Ami mountains rise between my hopes and me. 

For why should he who roves the dreary waste 
Still joy on every side to view the gloom? 

Or, when upon the couch of sickness placed. 
Well pleased survey a hapless neighbour's 
tomb? 

If e'er a gleam of comfort glads my soul, 
If e'er my brow to wonted smiles unbends, 

Tis when the fleeting minutes, as they roll. 
Can add one gleam of pleasure to my friends. 

Even in these shades, the last retreat of grief. 

Some transient blessings will that thought be- 
To Melancholy's self yield some relief, [stow ; 
And ease the breast surcharged with mortal 
woe. 

Long has my bark, in rudest tempest toss'd. 
Buffeted seas, and stemm'd life's hostile wave ; 

Suffice it now, in all my wishes cross'd. 
To seek a peaceful harbour in the grave. 

And when that hour shall come (as come it must, 
Ere many moons their waning horns increase). 

When this frail frame shall mix with kindred dust. 
And all its fond-pursuits and troubles cease ; 

When those black gates that ever open stand, 

Receive me on the' irremeable shore. 
When life's frail glass has run its latest sand. 
And the daU jest repeated cYiaxma t^a most^ 
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Then may my friend weep o'er the fiueral hearse. 
Then may his presence gild the awfid gleom, 

And his last tribute be some mournful verse. 
To mark the spot that holds my silent tomb. — 

This — and no more: — ^the rest let Hearen pro* 
Tide; 

To whieh, resigned, I trust my weal or woe, 
Assured, howe'er its justice shall decide, 

To find nought worse than I have left below. 

GAY. 



TO A WITHERED LEAF, 

WHICH FLEW INTO THE BOSOM OF THE AUTHOR. 

Pale, withered wanderer, seek not here 
A refuge from the boisterous sky ; 

This breast affords no happier cheer 
Than the rude blighting breeze you fly. 

Cold is the atmosphere of grief. 

When storms assail the barren breast ; 

Go then, poor exile, seek relief 

In bosoms where the heart has rest ; 

Or fall upon the' oblivious ground. 
Where silent sorrows buried lie ; 

There rest is surely to be found. 
Or what, alas f to hope have I? 

Where, sepulchred in peace, repose 
In yonder field the village dead. 

Go ! seek a shelter among those 
H^Ao all their mortal team have shfid. 
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Bat if thou comest a sibyl's leaf. 
Such as did erst high truths declare, 

To tell me — soon shall end my grief, 
I bless the omen that you bear : 

For sure you tell me that my woe 

An end like thine at length shall have ; 

That worn like thee, and wasted so, 
I sink into the peaceful grave : 

. Then come, thou messenger of peace ! 
Come lodge within this troubled breast, 
And lie there till we both shall cease 
To seek in vain for nature's rest. 

W; ROBERTS. 



ELEGIAC STANZAS ON MYSELF. 

To Pleasure's wiles an easy prey 

Beneath this sod a bosom lies ; 
Yet spare the meek offender's clay, 

Nor part with dry averted eyes. 

O stranger ! if thy wayward lot 
Through Folly's heedless maze has led. 

Here nurse the true, the tender thought. 
And fling the wild flower on his head. 

For he, by this cold hillock clad, 

Where tall grass twines the pointed stone, 
Each gentlest balm of feeling had. 

To soothe all sorrow but his own. 

For he, by tuneful Fancy rear'd 

(Though ever dumb he sleeps below). 
The BtiUeBt sigh of anguish heard, 
Aad gAre a tear to ^verf ^wo^. 



BLBGIESy AMATORY AND MOC^LLANEOUS. 87 

Oh ! place his dear harp by his side 
(His harp, alas ! his only hoard) ; 

The fairy breeze at eventide 

Will trembling kiss each weeping chord. 

Oft on yon crested cliff he stood. 

When misty twilight streamed around, 

To mark the slowly heavmg flood, 

And catch the deep wave's sullen sound. 

Oft when the rosy davm was seen 
Mid blue to gild the blushing steep. 

He traced, o*er yonder margent green. 
The curling cloud of fragrance sweep. 

Oft did he pause the lark to hear. 

With speckled vdng, the skies explore^ 

Qft paused to see the slow flock near ; 
But he shall hear and see no more. 

Then, stranger, be his foibles lost ; 

At such small foibles Virtue smiled : 
Few was their number, large their cost. 

For he was Nature's orphan child. 

The graceful drop of pity spare 

(To him the bright drop once belonged), 

Well, well his doom deserves thy care ; 

Much, much he suffered, much was wrong'd. 

When taught by life its pangs to know. 
Ah! as thou roam*st the checkered gloom, 

Bid the sweet nightbird's numbers flow. 
And the last sunbeam light his tomb. 

DERMODY. 
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ON THE 

MISFORTUNES OF AN INGENUOUS MIND. 

Alas! too fatally inspired, 

Why heaves this heart with purest aim. 
For anght the sage's soul admired. 

Or raptured minstrel gave to ^ime? 

Why /throbs within this lone recess 

Each finer pulse of general zeal, 
That mourns becaivse it cannot bless 

The wknts 'tis fated still to feel? 

Did Fortune blast what Nature gave, 
Averse, vnth dark malignant glare? 

Did Sorrow mark the victim's grave. 

When graced with more than mortals' diare ? 

Ah, cruel gift! ah, baneful prize! 

By too bewitching Fancy led, 
To bid Hope's &irest visions rise. 

Then find those fairest visions fled ; 

To pause on the deserted gloom. 

By their lost hues more hideous made; 

Whil^, only left, an early tomb 

Gleams sudden through the a^ul shade ! 

Less painful far, were dull Despair 
Without one spark delusive given. 

To flash amid the cells of Care, 

Or snatch a fading glimpse of heaven; 

Less iigured the insensate breast 

That ne'er one ardent pang can know. 

That deems each social call a jest, 
Aad alumhen o'er the tale ot wo«. 
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Like some poor pilgrim, faint and frail. 
When lonely eve comeB darkliiig on. 

Still forced to tread life's thorny vale. 
Nor Yiew the tedious travel done ; 

To hang on Hope's pale Betting ray, 

To hear in evety breeze a sigh, 
To end at last the vreary way ; 

Then IHutppointment meet — and die. 

If this, oh ! Poesy, thy meed, 
Whose bosom, Sympathy's s(de throne. 

Most oft for other's anguish. Ueed, 
And ever, ever for ite own ; 

Quick tear thy sad illusions hence 

(Illusions sad indeed, yet dear), 
Unroot each tender-twining sense. 

And fireeze on Pity's cheek the tear : 

Oh ! let that cheek be marble-oold 

To Friendship or Affection's kiss, 
And let each child of song be told 

InsensibiHty is bliss! 

DBBHODT. 



THE ORPHAN'S PRAYER. 

Thb frozen streets in moonshine glitter. 

The midnight hour has long been pass'd ! 
O God ! ' the wind blows keen and bitter, 

I sink beneath the piercing blast. 
In every vein life seems to languish, 

Their weight my liinbs no more can bear : 
But no one soothes the oilman's anguish, 

Aadao tme keeda the ojphan's prayer. 
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Hark ! hark ! for surely footsteps near me 

Advancing press the drifted snow. 
I die for food! Oh! stranger, hear me ; 

I die for food! — Some alms bestow ! 
You see no guilty wretch implore you, 

No wanton pleads in foign'd despair ; 
A famish'd orphan kneels before you, 

Oh! grant the famish*d orphan's prayer 1 

Perhaps you think, my lips dissembling 

Of virtuous sorrows feign a tale ; 
Mark then my frame with anguish trembling. 

My hollow eyes, and features pale. 
E'en should my storynot be real. 

Too well these wasted limbs declare 
My wants at least are not ideal ; 

Then, stranger, grant the orphan's prayer. . 

He's gone ! — No mercy man will show me ; 

In prayers no more I'll waste my breath : 
Here on the frozen earth I'll throw me. 

And wait in mute despair for death. 
Farewell, thou cruel world ! To-morrow 

No more thy scorn my heart «hall tear ; 
The grave will shield the child of sorrow, 

And Heaven will hear the orphan's^ prayer. 

But thou, proud man, the beggar scorning. 

Unmoved who saw'st me kneel for bread, 
Thy heart shall ache to hear at morning, 

That morning found the beggar dead : 
And when the room resounds with laughter, 

My famish'd cry thy mirth shall scare. 
And often shalt thou wish hereafter 

Tbou badst not scom'd the OT^bask'^ ^Y«.^er. 
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WRITTEN IN SPRING. 

Tn pass'd : the iron North has spent his rage; 

Stem Winter now resigns tke lengthening day ; 
The stormy howlings of the winds assuage, 

And warm o'er ether western breezes play. 

Of genial heat and cheerful light the source. 
From southern cfimes, beneath another sky, 

The sun, returning, wheels his golden course ; 
Before his beams all noxious vapours fly. 

Far to the north grim Winter draws his train 
To his own clime, to Zembla's frozen shore; 

Where, throned on ice, he holds eternal reign ; 
Where whirlwinds madden, and where tem- 
pests roar. 

Loosed from the bands of frost, the yerdant ground 
Again puts on her robe of cheerful green. 

Again puts forth her flowers ; and all around, 
SmiUng, the cheerful face of Spring is seen. 

Behold ! the trees new deck their withered boughs ; 

Their ample leaves the hospitable plane. 
The taper elm, and lofty ash disclose ; 

.The blooming hawthorn variegates the scene. 

The lily of the vale, of flowers the queen. 
Puts on the rpbe she neither sew'd nor spun : 

The birds on ground, or on the branches green, 
Hop to and fro, and glitter in the sun. 

Soon as o'er eastern hills the morning peers, 
Frpm her low nest the tufted lark upsprings; 

And cheerfnl singing, up the air she steers ; 
Still high ghe mounts, atUl loud and a'W^^V ti^ 




BLBQAirr SXTRACn. , Fi vn. 

On the green farze, clothed o'er with golden blooms 
That fill the air with fragrance all around, 

Tlie linnet aits, and tricks his glossy plnmes, 
WhUe o*eat the wild his br<^en notes reAonnd. 

While the snn journeys down the western sky. 
Along the greensward, mark'd with Roman 
moand, 

Beneath the blithsome shepherd's watchful eye, 
The dieerful laml^ins dance and frisk around. 

Now is the time for those who wisdom love, 
Who lore to walk in Virtue's flowery road. 

Along the lovely paths of Spring tc^rove. 
And follow Nature up to Nature's God. 

Thus Zoroaster studied Nature's laws ; 

Thus Socrates, the wisest of mankind ; 
Thus heav^i-taught Plato traced the' Almighty 
cause, 

And left Ae wondering multitude behind. 

Hiqs Ashley gathered academic bays; 

Thus gentle Thomson, as the Seasons roU, 
Taught them to sing the great Creator's praise^ 

And bear their poet's name from pole to pole. 

Thus have I walk'd along the dewy lawn ; 

Illly frequent foot the blooming wild hath wom^ 
Before the lark I've sung the beauteous dawn. 

And gathered health from all the gales of mom. 

And, e'en when Winter chill'd the aged year^ 
* I wander'jd lonely o'er the hoary pfaun: 

Tbouf^ ^OBty Boreas wam'd me tQ forbear, 
Boreaa, with all his tempeata, ^wtf ^^nwsi. 
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Then sleq^ my nighte, and quiet bless'd my days ; 

I CMur'd no loflB, m;^ mind was all my store ; 
No anxious wishes e'er disturbed my ease ; 

Heavev gaye content and health — I ask'd no 
more. 

Now Sharing returns ; bat not to me returns 
The yemal joy my better years have known ; 

Aim ui my breast life's dying taper bums. 
And all the joys of life with health are flown. 

Starting and shivering in the' inconstant wind, 
Meagre and pale, the ghost of what I was, 

Beneath somo blasted tree I lie reclined, 
And count the silent moments as they pass : 

The winged moments, whose unstaying speed 
No art can stop, or in their course arrest; 

Whose flight shall shortly count me with the dead. 
And lay me down in peace with them that rest. 

Oft morning dreams presage approaching fe,te ; 

And morning dreams, as poets tell, are true : 
Led by pale ghosts, I enter Death's dark gate. 

And bid the realms of light and life adieu. 

I hear the helpless wail, the shriek of woe ; 

I see the muddy wave, the dreary shore. 
The sluggish streams that slowly creep below. 

Which mortals visit, and return no more. 

Farewell, ye blooming fields! ye cheerful plaips! 

Enough fer me the churchyard's lonely mound, 
Where melancholy with still silence reigns, 

And the rank graaa waves o'er t\ke cYi£te\^i«i^ 
ground. • 
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There let me wander at the shut of ere. 

When sleep sits dewy on the labourer's eyes ; 
JFhe world and all its busy follies leare^ 
■ And talk with Wisdom where my Daphnis lies. 

TThere let me sleep forgotten in the clay, 

When death shall shut these weary aching eyes ; 

Rest in the hopes of an eternal day, 

Till the long night is gone, and the last morn 
arise. bruce. 



THE VISIONARY, 



When midnight o'er the moonless skies 
Her pall of transient death has spread^ 

When mortals sleep, when spectres rise. 
And nought is wakeful but the dead ; 

No shivering ghost my way pursues ; 

. No bloodless shape my couch annoys ; 
Visions more sad my fancy views. 
Visions of long departed joys ! 

The shade of yQuthful Hope is there. 
That lingered long, and latest died ; 

Ambition all dissolved to air, 

with phantom honours at her side. 

What empty shadows glimmer nigh? 

They o^ce were Friendship, Truth, and Love 
Ohi die to thought, to memory die. 

Since lifeless to my heart ye prove ! 
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VRITTEN 

IN A COTTAGE GARDEN, 

AT A VILLAGE IN LORRAIN. 

OCCASIONED BY A TRADITION OONCBRNINO A TREK OP 

ROSEMARY. 

Arbostam loqaitnr. 

O THOU, -who lore and fancy lead 

To wander near this woodland hill, 

If ever music smoothed thy quill, 
Or pity waked thy gentle reed ; 

Repose beneath my humble tree, 

If thou lovest simplicity. 

Stranger, if thy lot has laid 

In toilsome scenes of busy life, 

Full sorely mayst thou rue the strife 
Of weary passions ill repaid. 

In a garden lire with me. 

If thou lovest simplicity. 

Floweris have sprung for many a year 

O'er the village maiden's grave, 

That, one memorial sprig to save. 
Bore it from a sister's bier; , 

And, homeward walking, wept o'er me 

The true tears of simplicity. 

And soon, her cottage window near. 
With care my slender stem she placed ; 
And fondly thus her grief embraced ; 

And cberisb'd sad remembrance dear : 



Ml 9U6AIIT EXnUCCB. 9. Tfl. 

Fof love sincere and friendship free 
Are children of simplicity. 

When pa0il^d was many a pi^^ day, 
Slow pacing o'er the Tillage green. 
In white were all its maidens seen, 

And bore my guardian friend away. 
Ah, death! what sacrifice to thee. 
The ruins of simplidt;^. 

One generous swain her heart approved, 
A youth whose fond and faithful breast 
With many an artless sigh confess'd, 

in Nature's language, that he loved : 
But, stranger, 'tis no tale to thee. 
Unless thou lovest simplicity. 

He died — and soon her lip was cold. 

And soon her rosy cheek was pale ; 

The village wept to hear &e tale, 
When for both the slow bell toU'd— 

Beneath yon flowery turf they lie. 

The lovers of simplicity. 

Yet one boon have I to crave ; 

Stranger^ if thy pity bleed, , 

Wilt thou do one tender deed, 
And strew my pale flowers o*er their gravB ? 

So lightly lie the turf on thee, 

Because thou lovest simplicity. 



» 
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THE HOTWELLS' PATIENT. 

%n lEItgiac if rafimcnt* 

No more on wayering wing from sweet to tweet 
O'er smnmer wilds I urge my restless flight, 

Mom's first faint blnsfc no more exulting greet. 
Nor smiles the scene of day in rosy light. 

Each listless moment ills unnamed oppress. 
The gaze of friends betrays dissembled fear, 

With faltering tongue their child my parents bless, 
As in their eyelids gleams the smother'd tear. 

Some blight has swept unseftr my May of life ! 

I feel as deep infixed the canker's tooth ; 
And fire and frost with still rekindling strife 

Rage through my yeins, and waste my faded 
youth. 

The 80O8 of art pronounce their doom austere : 
To home's sweet scene I sigh a deep farewell^ 

And braTe the wearying way and wintry year. 
To woo coy health in Bristol's sainted cell. 

Wayworn tiirough many a rugged street I roll, 
Where, fitHn the frowning seat of sordid Care, 

Dark cast the shadows reach the inmost soul. 
And brooding horror loads the stagnant air. 

Chill'd by the glooms, on this misgiving heart 
Its own sad trace each flitting object stamps, 

From yoD dim meads depressing breeaet V^xt> 
AppaU'dl ffreatbe funereal Dowry't daitti^/ 



k 
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At each adrance more direful signs appear ; 

The sash close barr'd against the* intrusive sky ; 
The long loud cough that rends the* affrighted ear, 

The recent crape, the wearer's downcast eye. 

Ye snatch*d from life in beauty's sunniest years^ 
Who roam'd before these melancholy glades, 

— 'To you a sister sufferer breathes her fears — 
Say, gentle maidens once, now pitying shades, 

Here does Hygeia plant her lovely shrine ? 
; Her tresses plunge in this polluted wave ? 
FrQpi Avon's ooze dispense her gifts divine, 
And haunt these seeming precincts of the grave ? 

Or from the crest of yon firm-rooted rock 
(Meet emblem of his old unshaken reign) 

Does Fraud the moments of the dying mock?^ — 
Why else these ghastly forms, that sable train ? — 

Where in yon fane the Naiad of the stream 
Calls round her bubbling urn ihp pallid hosts, 

Broad Day displays the poet's gloomiest dream; 
Styx' sullen banks, loath'd food, and wandering 
ghosts. 

Yet not the less I join the' adoring throng, 
The matin rite breaks through my sweetest sleep, 

Nor fail my pilgrim feet at even song ; 

And all the priest of health ordains I keep. 

Now twice relumed the moon's mild lustres shine ; 

Still from the healing power, in soften'd pain 
Or lighten'd languor, some auspicious sign 
Anxious I seek ; but anxioxLA %^^ Vxl n«xcv« 
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Thoiigh yenAl voices join accordant cries, ' [fill, 
Till Fame's loud trump the Fount's high virtues 

Thougli titled matrons, with uplifted eyes, 
Sound the dread wonders of the leech's skill, 

I list perforce with unassenting ear. — 
The fever nightly bums with fiercer flatoe ; 

Still from myself I shrink with growing fear, 
To see how grace and youth have fled my frame. 

Here the lorn exile feels her comforts fail, 
Bleak through the yawning wainscot drives the 
wind, 

The qnicken'd sense unsavory fumes assail ; — 
Her glance declares the housewife's alien mind. 

Here still does Avarice count his gains from wo^; 

The angel Pity drops no holy dews ; 
My form, devoted to the realms below, 

Where'er I stray some baleful eye pursues. 

The hours no more their wonted task beguile, 
Ills not my own protract the penal day ; 

Relentless race, and skilled in many a wile, 
The sons of Paean press their sinking prey* 

By these condemn'd, like Danaus' guilty train, 
Heartless I ply tlie unavailing toil ; 

Bowl following bowl, with loathing lip I drain, 
The bowl returns — my loathing lips recoil. 

Mother! soft parent! earliest fostering friend ! 

, Ere yet to Fate my youth reluctant yield. 
O'er these sad hours your tender cares extend, 
And your faint child from croft puisvmi^^^^^ 
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All ! what arail yon groves, green Ashton'g Iniast, 
The seaborn spirit of the breezy down. 

The terraced lawn, far Cambria's checqnei^d coast ? 
These crags high<piled, proud Clifton's stately 
crown? 

In yai%it smiles — the lucid long expanse, 
Stretch'd from yon point where, as tiie sea- 
god's head, 

— Fixing in still delight the charmed glance — 
Calm sinks the sun in ocean's flaming bed — 

Whether led oik by Hope's seductive smiles, 
From Scotia's heights ye flock'd, or Erin's plain, 

Or ^m the shores of Slavery's burning isles 
Dared the long perils of the pathless main — 

How have your toils and pious vigils sped? 

Found you or charm in Bristol's far sought 
cell— 
Ye hoary mourners o'er the untimely dead ! — 

Sovereign to save, — or soft assuasive spell? 

Hither a trembUng suppliant Mason bore 

His life's whole treasure in his drooping bride. 

Her tablet, sorrowing on the distant shore, 
Sings the wan votary's ceaseless dirge—* She 
died.' 

To times to come, false Naiad of the well ! 

Restored by thee, how Linley pours the note. 
No yotive verse of Sheridan shall tell. 

No grateful warblings swell the fair one's throat. 

Nor here Hygeia plants her lovely shrine, 
No tresses bathes in this polluted wave ; 

From Avon's ooze she deals no gifts divine. 
Nor treadB, well pleased, tki^ae \jit«icvskK\»cA ^% 
grave. 
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O'er the mock mourner's hard and scoffing mien, 
— Blotting the scene mom*s tenderest beam 
illumes — 

In contrast dire the' unwearied hearse is seen 
To wave the terrors of its dusky plumes. 

IpasSy and shuddering mark how sculptured stones 
Press in rude throngs yon churchyard's crowd- 
ed round : 

The delving spade upturns commingled bones, 
And lifeless forms contest the hallowed ground. 

Even there where now my powerless limbs are 
spread, 

Erewhile some equal sunk, delusion's prey ; 
Her last cold damps bedew'd the selfsame bed. 

On the same sheet a shadowy corse she lay. 

Wlien slow the secret fang has mined my breast^ 
And the tired pulse forgets its feverish play. 

Deep on my tomb — nor spurn this last behest — 
Let hands sincere inscribe the warning lay. 

' Stranger, though bold Imposture's arm would 
grace 

(While fond Credulity applauds his care) 
With civic wreath the Genius of the place, 

No healing spring he pours, no balmier air. 

' Him, for their heart's last hope, though parents 
hoar [breath. 

Call with joint vows to soothe the struggling 
Still their Joint vows in vain his aid implore, 
And 8t}U idf caves of Echo murmur dealfh.^ 

DR. BExyoots*. 
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WRITTEN AT THE HOTWELLS, 

BRISTOL. 

The morning wakes in shadowy mantle gray, 
The darksome woods their glimmering skirts 
unfold, 

Prone from the cliff the falcon wheels her way, 
And long and loud the bell's slow chime is toll'd. 

The reddening light gains fast upon the skies, 
And far away the glistening vapours sail, 

Dovni the rough steep the' accustomed hedger hies, 
And the stream winds in brightness through 
the vale. 

How beauteous the pale rocks above the dhore 
Uplift their bleak and furrowed aspect high ; 

How proudly desolate their foreheads hoar, 
That meet the earliest sunbeam of the sky ! 

Bound to yon dusky mart*, with pennants gay, 
The tall bark, on the winding water's line. 

Between the riven cliffs plies her hard way, 
And peering on the sight the white sails shine. 

Alas ! for those by drooping sickness worn. 
Who now come forth to meet the cheering ray ; 

And feel the fragrance of the tepid mom 

Round their torn breast and throbbing temples 
play ! 

Peiliaps they muse with a desponding sigh 
On the cold vault that shall their bones inum; 

Whilst every breeze seems, as it whispers by, 
To bretUhe of comfoTt ne^ei V> T«\x)xtL« 

• BcVbUA. 
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Yet oft, as ^dly thronging dreams arise. 
Awhile forgetful of their pain they gttzey 

A transient lustre lights their faded eyes, 
And o'er their cheek the tender hectic strays. 

The purple mom that paints with sidelong gleam 
The cli£f's tall crest, the waving woods that ring 

With charm of birds rejoicing in the beam, 
^'ouch soft the wakeful nerve's according string. 

Then at sad Meditation's silent hour 

A thousand wishes steal upon the heart ; 

And whilst they meekly bend to Heaven's high 
power. 
Ah ! think 'tis hard, 'tis surely hard to part — 

To part from every hope that brought delight. 
From those that loved them, those they loved 
so much ! 

Then Fancy swells the picture on the sight. 
And softens every scene at every touch. 

Sweet as the mellow'd woods beneath the moon, 
Remembrance lends her soft uniting shades ; 

Some natural tears she drops, but wipes them 
soon : — 
The world retires, and its dim prospect fades ! 

Airs of delight that soothe the aching ^nse. 

Waters of health that through yon cavA'ns glide, 
O, kindly yet your healing powers dispense, 
' And bring back feeble life's exhausted tide ! 

Perhaps to these gray rocks and mazy springs 
Some heart may come, warm'd with the purestN 
fire. 
For whom bright Fancy plumes her radiant wm^, 
And warbling Muses wake the lonely lyce. 
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Some orphan maid, deceived in early youth, 
Pale o'er yon spring may hang in mute distress ; 

Who dreamt of faith, of happiness, and truth, 
Of love — that Virtue would protect and bless. 

Some musing youth in silence there may bend, 
Untimely stricken by sharp sorrow's dart; 

For friendship form'd, yet left without a friend. 
And bearing still the arrow at his heart. 

Such was lamented RusseVs hapless doom. 
The gay companion of my stripling prime ) 

Even so he sunk unwept into the tomb. 

And o'er his head closed the dark gulf of time. 

Hither he came*, a wan and weary guest, 
A softening balm for many a wound to crave ; 

And woo'd the sunshine to his aching breast, 
Which now seems smiling on his verdant grave ! 

He heard the whispering winds that now I hear, 
As, boding much, along these hills he pass'd ; 

Yet ah ! how mournful did they meet his ear 
On that sad mom he heard them for the last! 

So sinks the scene, like a departed dream, 
Sihce late we sojoum'd blithe in Wykeham'« 

lowers t, 
Or heard the merry bells by Isis' stream. 

And thought our way was strew'd with fairy 
flowers ! 

* The Rev. Thomas Rassel, Fellow of NeW College, Oxford, 
author of some ingenioas poems, died at the Hotwells, 1788» 
in tlM tweoty-sixth year of iiis ^. 

/ Winebeater poilege. * 
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Of those with whom we play'd upon the lawn 
Of early life, in the fresh morning play'd ; 

Alas ! how many, since that vernal dawn, 
Idke thee, poor Russel, in die ground are laid. 

Joyous awhile they wandered hand in hand. 
By friendship led along the springtide plain t 

How oft did Fancy wake her transports bland, 
And on the lids the glistening tear detain I 

I yet survive, now musing other song 
Than that which early pleased my vacant y^ars ; 

Thinking how days and hours have pass'd along, 
flitrkM by much pleasure some, and some by 
tears! 

Thankful that to these verdant scenes I owe 
That he * whom late I saw all drooping' pale, 

Raised from the couch of sickness and of woe, 
Now lives with me their mantling views to hail. 

Thankfal that still the landscape beaming bright, 
Of pendent mountain or of woodland gray. 

Can wake the wonted sense of pure delight. 
And charm awhile my solitary way. 

Enough : — ^Through the high heavens the proud 
.npi rides. 

My wandering steps their silent path pursue 
Back to the crowded world where fortune guides : 

Clifltm^ to thy white rocks and woods adieu ! 

BOWLES. 
* Mr. Howley. 



roc /r. 
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THE REVERIE. 

CoMEy dusky shadows of the night, 

Companions of die midnight hour ; ^ 

Sleep binds his fillet o'er my brow, 

And Silence guards the lonely bower ; 
Ah, come ! this restless mind engage, 

Soothe it with retrospective bliss, 
Recall the joys of early life, 

And all the present gloom dismiss. 

Give me one golden minute back 

Of those when prosperous fortune smiled. 
When friendship smooth'd each passing cai|^ 

And pleasure's witching voice beguiled: 
Call back those dreams of fond romance. 

That lulPd me with their specious name, 
With faith's firm pledge, with honour's vow. 

Love's soft deceit and transient flame. 

• Dreary and toilsome is the path 

When life's aerial schemes are flown, ~ 
When kind illusions cheat no more, 

And sober Reason claims her own : 
Bums then the ardent patriot's fire ? 

Avails the stoic's boasted aid? 
Alas ! hear godlike Brutus mourn 

How * Virtue's self was but a shade/ 

The world's wide desert I survey 

With fainting step and cheerless breast; 

No soul congenial blends with mine, 
I taste no bliss, I feel no rest ; 

Fled the bright forms which Fancy drew, 
lior Hope's gay visions cheer my eye, 

Oh, drown the sense of ptefte-ul vi Wi\ 
Ob, save me from TeaUty\ ^MiKKLKTsassireax. 



I 
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ELEGIAC STANZAS*. 

Why, Damon, with the forward day, 
Dost thou thy little spot survey, 
From tree to tree, with doubtful cheer, 
Pursue the progress of the year ; 

What winds arise, what rains descend ; 

When thou before that year shalt end ? 

What do thy noontide walks avail. 

To clear the leaf, and pick the snail ; 

l%en wantonly to death decree 

An insect of more use than thee ? 

Thou and the worm are brother kind, 
As low, as earthly, and as blind ! 

Vain wretch ! canst thou expect to see 
The downy peach make court to thee? 
Or that thy sense shall ever meet 
The bean flower's deep-embosom'd sweet. 

Exhaling with the evening blast ? 

Thy evenings then vnll all be passed. 

Thy narrow pride, thy fancied green, 

O Vanity, in little seen ! 

All must be left when Death appears. 

In spite of wishes, groans, and tears : . 
Nor one — of all thy plants that grow. 
Save Rosemary, with thee vnll go ! 

DR. SEV7ELL. 

• Written at Hunpstead, by Dr. Sewell,« few weeks before 
liUdwuh. 
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THE DREAM. 

What^ piercing shriek, wliat cry of wild affright 
Chides the dull silence of unbroken night? 
Cold are the drops which these moist limbs bedew ; 
I wake to weep, I slept to dream of you. 
Methought the well known stream before me 

flowed, 
While languid breezes o*er its current rode ; 
Slow-wheeling sank the sun's autumnal ray, 
And twilight meekly stole on parting day ; 
No sound was heard save when the river side 
Beat back the minute ripplings of its tide * ; 
No light, save Hesper glancing on the stream, 
Pour'd the mild lustre of his dewy beam. 
Thus oft before — ah ! no, how changed the yiew, 
How varied now from that which once I knew ! ' 
I did not pause upon the pausing eye. 
Meet look with look, or mingle sigh with sigh; 
I did not gaze on Fancy's glass to see ^ 

That all was Love, as Love was all to me. ^ 

Silent and slow by that wide-water'd green 
I wander'd forth to weep, alone, unseen: — 
Alone ? ah ! no, my own sad thoughts were there ; 
Unseen ? thine eye is never closed. Despair ! 

I saw in Fancy's vivid colours warm, 
Even now again I see the much loved form r 
I heard once more the warblings of that tongue, 
Ahi who could fly them while the siren sung ! 
Her cheek's warm glow, her sigh but half re- 

press'd. 
Her eyes' soft lustre seeming love confess'd : 

* With mUittte drops from off the «vi«t. U Pcmvmo^ 
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False fleeting slumber! why my tears renew? 
So lovely once she smiled, and not more true. 
Is there no dream which ceases to beguile T 
No sleep which wears not a delusive sn^ef 
No lasting slumber of unfeign'd repose? 
No couch on which the tear-drop never flows f 
Cease, cease, perturbed spirit, to repine; 
There is that couch, that sleep will soon be thine. 

E. SMEDLEY, JUN. 



STANZAS TO A CANDLKf , ;- . ^*y 



Thou glimmering taper ! by whose feeble ray 
In thoughtful solitude the night I waste ! 

How dost thou warn me by thy swift decay. 
That equal to oblivion both we haste ! 

The vital oil that should our strength supply, 

Coosiuning, wastes, and bids us learn to die. 

ToochM by my hand, thy swift reviving light 
With new gain'd force again is taught to glow \ 

So, rising from surrounding troubles bright. 
My conscious soul begins herself to know : 

And, from the ills of life emerging forth, 

Leanis the just standard of her native worth. 

But see in mists thy fading lustflt veil'd. 
Around thy head the dusky vapours play ; 

So, by opposing fortune's clouds conceal'd. 
In vain to force a passage I essay : 

While round JD£>^tberuig thick, they daUy ftpt^ttd) 

And, UyjBg, I am number'd with the dead\ 



i 
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But now thy flame diminished quick subsides, 
Too sure a presage that thy date is run; 

Alike I feel my life's decreasing tides ; / 

Soon will like thine my transient blaze be gone! 

Instructiye emblem! how our fates agree! 

I haste to darkness, and resemble thee. 

BOYSB. 



ELEGIAC STANZAS, 

WRITTEN AT BATH DURING SICKNESS. 

IThen I lie musing on my bed alone. 
And listen to the wintry waterfall* ; 

And many moments that are pass'd and gone 
(Moments of sunshine and of joy) recall; 

Though the long night is dark and damp around, 
And no still star hangs out its friendly flam^; 

And tilie winds sweep the sash with sullen sound, 
And freezing palsy creeps o*er all my frame ; 

I catch consoling phantasies that spring 

From the thick gloom, and as the night airs beat 

They touch my heart, like the wild wires t that 
ring 
In mournful modulations, strange and sweet. 

Was it the voiot. of thee, my buried friend? 

Was it the whispered vow of faithful love? 
Do I in ♦♦♦•*♦ green shades thy steps attend. 

And hear the. high piiles murmur thus above? 

* TlM flUl of the river, hetird firom the Parade. 
f Tb€ JEoUmu karp. 
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*Twa8 not thy Yoice,my buried friend! — Oh, no: 
Twas not, O *♦••*», the murmur of thy trees ; 

But at the tiiought I feel my bosom glow, 
And woo the dream whose air-drawn shadows 
please. 

And I can think I see the gproves again, 

The larches that yon peaceful roof embower. 

The airy down, the castle-speckled plain. 
And the slant sunshine on the village tower. 

And I can think I hear its sabbath chime 

Come smoothly soften'd down the woody vale ; 

Or mark on yon lone eminence sublime, 

Fast whirling in the wind the white milPli sail. 

Phantom ! that by my bed dost beckoning glide ; 

Spectre of Death! to the damp charnel hie ; 
Thy dim pale hand, thy fostering visage hide ; . 

Thou comest to say, ' I with thy worms shall lie ! ' 

Thou comest to say that my once vacant mind 
Amid those scenes shall never more rejoice ; 

Nor on the day of rest the hoary hind 
Bend o'er his staff, attentive to my voice ! 

Hast thou not visited that pleasant place 

Where in this hard world I have happiest been ; 

And shall I tremble at thy lifted mace, 
That hath pierced all on which life seem*d to 
lean? 

But Hope might whisper, — ^ Many a smiling day 
And many a cheerfal eve might yet be mine, 

Ere age's autunin strew my locks with gray, 
And weary to the dust my steps decline.' - 
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I argue not, but uncomplaining bow 

To Heaven's high best ; secure, whatever my lot, 
Meek spirit of resigned Content, that diou 

Wilt smooth my pillow, and forsake me not. 

Thou to the turfy hut with pilgrim feet 

Wanderest from halls of loud tumultuous joy ; 

Or on the naked down, when the winds beat, 
Dost sing to the forsaken shepherd boy. 

Thou aft the sick man's nurse, the poor man's friend, 
And through each change of life thou hast 
been mine; 

In every Ul thou canst a comfort blend. 
And bid the eye, though sad, in sadness shine. 

Thee I have met on Cherwell's willoyr'd side ; 

And when our destined road far onward lay, 
Thee I have found, whatever chance betide, 

The kind companion of my devious way. 

With thee unwearied have I loved to roam 
By the smooth-flovdng Scheldt or rushing Rhine ; 

And thou hast gladden'd my sequester'd home. 
And hung my peaceful porch with eglantiBe. 

When cares and crosses my tired spirits tried, 
When to the dust my father I resigned ; 

Amidst the quiet shade unseen I sigh'd, 
vAnd, bless'd with thee, forgot a worl4 unkind. 

Even now,while toiling through the sleepless night, 
A tearAil look to distant scenes I cast. 

And the glad objects that once charm'd my si^t 
Remember, like soft yiew^ oi i»mft ^^%si?^\ 
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I see thee come half-smiling to my bed, 
"With Fortitude more awfiilly severe, 

Whose arm sustaining holds my drooping head, 
Who dries with her dark locks the tender tear. 

firmer spirit ! on some craggy height 
Who, when the tempest sails aloft, dost stand. 

And hearest the ceaseless billows of the night 
Rolling upon the solitary strand; 

At this sad hour, when no harsh thoughts intrude 
To mar the melancholy mind's repose, 

When I am left to night and solitude, 
And languid life seems verging to its close ; 

O, let me thy pervading influence feel! 

Be every weak and wayward thought repressed ! 
And hide thou, as with plates of coldest steel, 

The faded aspect and the throbbing breast. 

Silent the motley pageant may retreat. 
And vain mortality's brief scenes remove ; 

Yet let my bosom, whilst with life it beat. 
Breathe a last prayer for all on earth I love. 

Slow creeping pain weighs down my heavy eye, 
A chillec faintness steals upon my breast ; 

^ O, gentle Muse, with some sweet lullaby*' 
Rock me in long forgetfiilness to rest. 

BOWLES. 

* See Dr. HariDgton^s exqnirite air to the words:— 

Come, gentle Mme, loll me to sleep 
With some sweet harmony I 



VOL. IV, 



V.UUiY. 

tlia«>'i H(tii« iiiHtil kiiil child uf I'ainand Grief! 
Ami kiMi'i^u friilii llmlli cijiFclin); late relief! 
lUi*, liHiiilliii, Mini yritt» in lillu:k Kuccesuon ttm, 
MntkW iiiiljr lij tRrli'ly ufwuu: 
K'uii ilw mill tirtiiiw wlilrli tliy tKMom fill 
Itillkil « Hnuwl, Hiul tiTiiiiiintt' iu ill; 
Hi<al (riii» tli(< iwri'ut'M Nu\iuu> pillon flies, 
NntH'l I'il.i nvt'iu.niitl Unr UbrvathedinMglu! 

'lln' w n-lvh Ui i.-\ i-rj Wwirr piusion Bteel'd, 
¥\\'rtv u* iKv Hli'rui. uukui>wiD)C hun tu jield, 
b'ltllk ti> H jtut lUvrrv, HUtl vuUI tlisdain 
U))} anvil bin avKvwit, tutd ii«ri<i«' his pain, 
'lltv ptHlivu wbk'b htf <lviiU Ivt him receive : 
Ui> >Alti> tiHutv uUKn Htuuru hinueU' must gnere. 
But uh, the gcuUv broast, still jinimiit tu sluue 
Aiwthci'n wufi auudtarr's pma lu bear; 
Tk) biMrt, with iui)[uiiib turn, which tur mmnkiixl 
[ itblJ Is .iL. :. .rK't.iu^r, paiiuui, :uiil resign *il! 
si>.i.i . . diMulv nl in bimlred « oe. 

I .. Kiu ^'*<! tier leans lu duwf 

Ml I : > tc for hiiu, tlK- ^Dil« Miue. 

'>:i . Jw ((uuJ^ftwrelnuDtberfvlwiMef 

'^1 < Iba ^ricf, uld lablcoMy. 

1 ' I ' ' (JMl wbu rule» ihe lUt, 

''' Use ia the ^uilt) »lui<i«. 

!'' .< 4u[ile<'il UuiMtmui !aiiul. 

^ '>Ki„' . I, .1' M tttHilU ui^i) banl* ivheuw, 
I Vt V . , ;. , .1,.' [Ml utuW wilh iBtDUi: terM. 
<Ami^ in ih9 t» ihM ^vuik j^ bun. 



ELEG1B8, AMATORY AND 1118CELLANEODS. 115 

When, for the nymph beloved, alas, too well, 
(Not long can Mercy bind the powers of hell) 
Proud Rhodope, whose towering front of snow 
Feeds with rich streams the flowery vales below, 
BsemuB whose glens no sultry beams invade. 
So thick his forests weave their ancient shade. 
And high Pangea sent their virgin choir 
To mourn responsive to the' Orphean lyre. 

To the sick mind, by sorrow wearied long. 
How soothing is the balm of plaintive song ! 
Lives there a youth by fond affection led 
To haunt the gloomy mansions of the dead ; 
0*er the raised turf with throbbing breast to bend, 
And call in vain a mistress or a friend ; 
Some gentle victim of parental pride 
Dragg'd to the altar, a reluctant bride ; 
Or futhfnl lover, whose capricious fair 
With sudden change condemns him to despair, 
AfiDB her relentless brow with cold disdain. 
And renders years of truth and service vain ; 
These o'er the verse which seeks no aid from art. 
Bat flows unbidden from a wounded heart, 
Shan mix congenial tears, and sighing own 
Tliat pain and sorrow are not theirs alone. 
The tears from generous sympathy which flow 
May yield a short oblivion of their woe. 
lliat gentlraope shall consecrate the strain. 
lliefle nurainful lays have not been sung in vain. 

EARL 0^ CARYSFORT. 
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THE EMIGRANrS GRAVE. 

Why moiini ye, why strew ye those flowerets 

aroond 

To yon new-sodded grave as ye slowly adyanoe? 

In yon new-sodded grave (ever dear be the ground) 

lies the stranger we loved, the poor exile of 

France. 

And is the poor exile at rest from his woe. 
No longer the sport of misfortune and chance? 

Mourn on, village mourners, my tears too shall 

flow [France. 

For the stranger we loved, the poor exile of 

Oh, kind was his nature, though bitter his fate, 
And gay was Ms converse, though broken lUs 
heart; 

No comfort, no hope his own breast could elate. 
Though comfort and hope he to all could impart. 

Ever joyless himself, in the joys of the plain 
Still foremost was he mirth and pleasure to raise ; 

How sad was his soul, yet how blithe was his strain. 
When he sung the glad song of mfae fortunate 
days ! 

One pleasure he knew, in his straw-cover'd shed 
The way-wearied beggar recruited to see ; 

One tear of delight he would drop o'er the bread 
Which he shared with the poor, the still poorer 
than he. ^ 
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And when round his deathbed profusely we cast 
Every gift, every solace our hamlet could bring, 

He bleas'd us with sij^ which we thought were 

his lasty [and king. 

But he still breathed a prayer for his country 

Poor exile, adieu! undisturbed be thy sleep — 
From the feast, from the wake, from the village- 
green dance 
How oft shall we wander at moonlight to weep 
O'er the stranger we loved, the poor exile of 
France. 

To the church-bidden bride shall thy memory im- 
part 
One pang as her eyes on thy cold relics glance ; 
One^ower from her garland, one tear from her 
heart 
Shall drop on tiie grave of the exile of France. 

HON. W. R. SPENCER. 



STANZAS 



WRinSN ON A BLANK LEAF OF THE PLEASURES OF 

MEMORY. 

Pleasures of Memory !— oh supremely bless'd. 

And justly proud beyond a poet's praise, 
If the pure confines of thy tranquil breast 
Contain, indeed, the subject of thy lays ! 
By me how envied ! — ^for to me. 
The herald still of misery, 
Memory makes her influence known 
By sighs an4 teara and grief alone ; 
I greet ber aa the Send to whom belong; \.^^^%* 
2^ mltore'0 rarening beak, the ravetfa l\m«tiCL 
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Slie tells of time mispent, of comfort lost. 
Of fair occasions gone for erer by ; 

Of hopes too fondly nursed, too rudely cross'cl, 
Of many a cause to wish, yet fear to die ; 
For what, except the' instinctiye fear 
Lest she sunrive, detains me here. 
When ' all the Ufe of life' is fled? 
What but the deep inherent dread. 

Lest she beyond the grave resume her reign, 

And realize the hell that priests and beldams 

feign ? ANONYMOUS. 



DEATH. 



When I am luU'd in Death's long sleep. 

As soon perhaps these eyes may be. 
How very few will turn to weep, 

Or cast one sorrowing thought on me ! 
Soon is the debt of outward mourning paid. 
Soon springs the poppy 'neath the cypress shade. 

The winds which hurtle o'er my grave 

May breathe faint echoings of a sigh^; 
Around my turf the flowers that wave 
May shed their dewdrops where I lie ; 
The plaintive bird who waits upon the spring 
May swell my requiem chant, and nightly sing. 

But hush'd for ever 'neath the clay 

Are the fond words by Friendship spoken; 
And dim to me is Heaven's own ray. 
The holy spell of Love is broken ; 
^^Aare notnow the One w\io \>^ m^ «Afe 
wWould pour the tear wlucYx uexei c^xiXv^ 4nRA\ 
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Mysterious state ! I once had fear'd 

To tempt thine unacquainted shade, 
The couch where no man's voice is heard. 
The cell no liting steps invade ! 
I once had wish'd youth's opening scenes to try, 
Not unknovni live, nor unregarded die ! 

I did not wish this head should bow 
So soon a nameless tomb beneath : — 
The myrtle leaf is withered now. 

What care I for the laurel wreath ! [near, 
Come, thou dread Power, which ever tread'st more 
iCome when thou wilt, I hail thee without fear ! 

E. SMEDLEY, JUN. 



STANZAS WRITTEN IN THE SPRING. 

Returning Spring, with gladsome ray. 

Adorns the earth^and smooths the deep; 
All Nature smiles serene and gay, 

it smiles, but yet, alas, I weep ! 
But why, why flows the' unbidden tear ? 

When Fate such precious boons has lent ; 
The lives of those who life endear. 

And though scarce competence — content. 

Sure when no other bliss was mine, 

But that v^ch still kind Heaven bestows, 
Yet then could Peace and Hope combine. 

To promise joy, and give repose. 
Then have I wander'd through the plain. 

And bless'd each flower that met my view ; 
Thought Fancy's power would evex^eigu, 

Aiui Nature'B cbarma he ever new. 



I 
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I fondly^ thought .where Virtae dwelt 

That happy bosom Imew no ill ; 
That those who sconi'd me Time would melt, 

And those I loved be faultless still : 
Enchanting dreams ! kind was your art. 

That bliss bestowed without alloy ; 
Or if soft sadness claimed a part, 

Twas sadness sweeter far tham joy. 

Ah ! whence the change that now alarms, 

Fills this sad heart and tearful eye, 
And conquers the once powerful charms 

Of youth, of hope, of novelty ? 
^Tis harsh Experience ! fatal power. 

That clouds the gay illumined sky. 
That darkens life's meridian hour, 

And bids each fairy vision fly. 

She paints the scene, how different far 

From that which youthful Fancy drew ; 
Shows Joy and Prudence oft at war, 

Our woes increased, our comforts few; 
See in her train cold Foresight move, 

Shunning the rose to scape the thorn, 
And Prudence every fear approve, 

And Pity harden into scorn. 

The glowing tints of Fancy fade, 

Life's distant prospects charm no more. 
Alas f are all my hopes betray'd ? 

Ah ! what can now my bliss restore ? 
Relentless power! at length be just. 

Thy better skill alone impeurt ; 
Give caution — but withhold distrust; 

And guard-^but hardem not my heart. 
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THE LAMENT. 

00CA8IONBD BY THE UNFORTUNATE 188UB OF A 
friend's AMOUR. 



AUsI how oil does Goodnta* woand itself. 

And sweet Affectioii |»roTe the spring of woe! Hmne. 



THOU pale orby that silent shines, 
While care-untroubled mortals sleep t 

Hiou seest a wretch that inly pines. 

And wanders here to wail and weep ! 
With woe I nightly vigils keep, 

Beneath thy wan unwarming beam ; 
And mourn, in lamentation deep, 

How life and love are all a dream. 

1 joyless view thy rays adorn 

The faintly marked dist&nt hill : 
I joyless view thy trembling horn 

Reflected in the gurgling rill : 
My fondly fluttering heart, be still! 

Thoa busy power, Remembrance, cease ! 
Ah h must the agonizing thrill 

For ever bar returning peace ! 

No idly feign'd poetic pains. 

My sad lovelorn lamentings claim ; 
No shepherd's pipe— Arcadian strains; 

No fabled tortures, quaint and tame : 
The plighted faith ; the mutual flame ; 

The oft attested powers above ; 
The promised Father's tender name ; 

TbeBe were the pledges of my loYe I 
^oc. ir, ^ 
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^Encircled in her clasping anns, 

How have the raptured moments flown ! 
How have I wished for fortune's charms, 

For her dear sake, and hers alone ! 
And must I think it ! is she gone, 

My secret heart's exulting boast? 
And does she heedless hear my groan? 

And is she ever, ever lost ? 

Oh ! can she bear so base a heart, 

So lost to honour, lost to truth, 
As from the fondest lover part, 

The plighted husband of her youth? 
Alas ! life's path may be u^smooth ! 

Her way may lie through rough distress ! 
Then who her i^angs and pains will soothe. 

Her sorrows share, and make them less? 

Ye winged hours that o'er us pass'd. 

Enraptured more, the more enjoy'd. 
Your dear remembrance in my breast, 

My fondly treasured thoughts employed. 
That breast, how dreary now and void. 

For her too scanty once of room! 
Even every ray of hope destroyed. 

And not a wish to gild the gloom ! 

Tlw mom that warns the' approaching day 

Awakes me up to ttnl and woe : 
I Me the boon in Umg array. 

Hat I mnat mdkty lingering, slow. 
F«ll many a pang and many a throe, 

Kami iMoUectioii's diielal train, 
Jfwt mmg my sottl, en PlioebiiA, low. 
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And when my nightly couch I try, . 

Sore harassed out with care and grief, 
My toil-beat nerves and tear-worn eye 

Keep watchings with the nightly thief: 
Or if I slumber, fancy, chief, 

Reigns haggard-wUd, in sore affright : 
E'en day, all bitter, brings relief 

From such a horror-breathing night. 

O ! thou bright queen, who o'er the' expanse 

Now highest reign*st with boundless sway ! 
Oft hast thy silent-marking glance 

Observed us, fondly wandering, stray ! - 
Hie time unheeded sped away. 

While love's luxurious pulse beat high, 
Beneath thy silver-gleaming ray, - 

To mark the mutual-kindling eye. 

Oh ! scenes in strong remembrance set ! 

Scenes, *taever, never to return! ^ 
Scenes, if in stupor I forget, 

Again I feel, again I bum ! 
From every joy and pleasure torn. 

Life's weary vale 111 wander through ; 
And hopeless, comfortless I'll mourn 

A faithless woman's broken vow. 

BURNS. 
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THE TEARS OF SCOTLAND. 

WRITTEN IN 1746. 

MouRNy' hapless Caledonia, moam 
Thy banish'd peace, thy laurels torn ! 
Thy sons, for Talour long renown'd. 
Lie slanghter'd on their native ground ; 
Thy hospitable roofs no more 
Invite the stranger to the door; 
In smoky ruins sunk they lie, 
The monuments of crueltjr. 

The wretched ovnier sees afar 
His all become the prey of war ; 
Bethinks him of his babes and wife. 
Then smites his breast, and curses life ! 
Thy swains are famished on the rocks 
Where once they fed their wanton flo<;^s : 
Thy ravished virgins shriek in vain ; 
Thy infants perish on the plain. 

What' boots it then, in every clime 
Through the wide spreading waste of time, 
Tliy martial glory, crowned with praise, 
Still shone with undiminished blaze ? 
Thy towering spirit now is broke. 
Thy neck is bended to the yoke. 
What foreign arms could never quell 
By civil rage and rancour fell. 

The rural pipe and merry lay 
No more shall cheer the happy day : 
So social scenes of gay delight 
Beguile the dreary winter in|(;\it*. 
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No BtrainSy but those of sorrow flow, 
And nought be heard but sounds of woe, 
While the pale phantoms of the slain 
Glide nightly, o'er the silent plain. 

O banefol cause ! oh fatal mom, 
Accursed to ages yet unborn ! 
The sons against tiieir fathers stood, 
The parent shed his children's blood. 
Yet, when the rage of battle ceased. 
The victor's soul was not appeased ; 
The naked and forlorn must feel 
Derooring flames and murdering steel ! 

The pious mother, doom'd to death. 
Forsaken, wanders o'er the heath. 
The bleak wind whistles round her head, 
Her helpless orphans cry for bread; 
Bereft of shelter, food, and friend. 
She views the shades of night descend. 
And, stretch'd beneath the' inclement skies, 
Weeps o'er her tender babes and dies. 

While the warm blood bedews my veins. 
And unimpair'd remembrance reigns. 
Resentment of my country's fate 
Within my filial breast shall beat; 
And, spite of her insulting foe. 
My sympathising verse shall flow : 
' Mourn, hapless Caledonia, mourn 
Tliy banish'd peace, thy laprels torn.' 

8MOLLET. 
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THE SLAVE'S COMPLAINT. 

Wide over the tremulous sea 

The moon spread her mantle of light. 
And the gale, dying gently away, 

Breathed soft on the bosom of night. 
On the forecastle Marraton stood, 

And pour'd forth his sorrowful tale, 
His tears fell unseen in the flood, 

His sighs pa,ss*d unheajrd on the gale. 

* Ah wretchl' in wild anguish he cried, 

' From country and liberty torn ; 
Ah Marraton ! would thou hadst died 

Ere o'er the salt wave thou wast borne. 
Through the groves of Angola I stray*d, 

Love and Hope made my bosom their own; 
For I talk'd with my favourite maid. 

Nor dream'd of the sorrows to come. 

' From the thicket the man>hunter sprung, 

My cries echo'd loud through the air ; 
There was fury and wrath on his tongue. 

He was deaf to the shrieks of despair. 
Accursed be the merciless band 

That his love could from Marraton tear, 
And blasted this impotent hand 

That was sever'd from all I held dear. 

' Flow, ye tears, down my cheeks ever flow, . 

Still let sleep from my eyelids depart ; 
And still may the arrows of woe 

Drink deep of the Btie«iii& olmi \vft»s\« 
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But hark ! on the silence of night, 

My Addela's accents I hear, 
And monrnfiil, beneath the wan light, 

I see her loved image appear. 

' Slow o'er the smooth ocean she glides. 

Like the gleam that hangs light on the wave ; 
And fondly her lover she chides 

That lingers so long from his grave. 
Ah Marraton ! haste ye, she cries, 

Here the reign of Oppression is o'er. 
Here thetyrant is robb'd of his prize. 

And Addela sorrows no more. 

* Now sinking amid the dim ray. 

Her form seems to fade on my view : 
O, stay thee ! my Addela stay ! 

She beckons, and I must pursue. 
To-morrow the white man in vain 

Shall proudly account me his slave ; 
My shackles I plunge in the main. 

And rush to the realms of the brave.' 

R08COE. 



THE NEGRO'S COMPLAINT. 

Forced from home and all its pleasiKs, 

Afric's coast I left forlorn, 
To increase a stranger's treasures. 

O'er the raging billows borne. 
Men from England bought and sold me. 

Paid my price in paltry gold ; 
But, though slave they have enroU'd me, 

Minds are nerer to be aold. 



1 
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Still in thought as free as ever. 

What are England's rights, I ask. 
Me from my delights to sever, 

Me to torture, me to task? 
Fleecy locks and black complexion 

Cannot forfeit Nature's claim ; 
Skins may differ, but affection 

Dwells in white and black the same. 

Why did all-creating Nature 

Make the plant for which we toil? 
Sighs must fan it, tears must water. 

Sweat of ours must dress the soil. 
Think, ye. masters iron hearted. 

Lolling at your jovial boards ; 
Think how many backs have smarted 

For the sweets your cane affords. 

Is there, as ye sometimes tell us. 

Is there one who reigns on high ? 
Has he bid you buy and sell us. 

Speaking from his throne the sky? 
Ask him if your knotted scourges. 

Fetters, blood -extorting screws 
Are the means that duty urges 

Agents of his will to use ? 

Hark l^e answers — ^wild tornadoes. 

Strewing yonder sea with wrecks. 
Wasting towns, plantations, meadows. 

Are the voice with which he speaks. 
He, foreseeing what vexations 

Afric's sons should undergo, 
Pix'd their tyrants' habitations 

Where bis whirlwind ans^et^-HaoV 
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By our blood in Afric wasted. 

Ere our necks received the chain ; 
By the miseries that we tasted, 

Crossing in your barks the main ; 
By our sufferings, since ye brought us 

To the man-degrading mart ; 
All sustain'd by patience, taught us 

Only by a broken heart; 

Deem our nation brutes no longer. 

Till some reason ye shall find 
Worthier of regard, and stronger 

Than the colour of our kind. , 

Slaves of gold, whose sordid dealings 

Tarnish all your boasted powers, 
Prove that ye have human feelings 

Ere ye proudly question ours ! 

CX)WPER. 



ABBA THULE*. 



I CLDfB the highest cliff; I^ear the sound 
Of dashing waves; I gaze intent around; 
I mark the sun that orient lifts his head ! 
I mark the sea's lone rule beneath him spread : 
But not a speck can my long straining eye, 
A shadow, o'er the tossing waste descry. 
That I might weep tears of delight, and say, 
' It is the bark that bore my child away V [eye 
Thou sun, that beamest bright, beneath whose 
The worlds unknown, and outstretch'd waters lie, 

* See Keate'i Hiatory of the Pelew Ii\w(L«. 

VOL. IV, g 



IM 

DMt dxm bebald him oowt On tome nide Bb 
Aronnd whose crags the cheerless billows rot 
Watching the' unwearied surges doth he slan 
And think upon his falher's dlBtant land t 
Or has his heart forf^ot, bo far bwbj, 
Thescnative scenes, where rocksand torrents g; 
The tall bananas whispering to the breete. 
The shores, the sunnd of these encircling seaf 
Heard from his infant days, and the piled hei 
Of holy stones where his forefathers sleep ? 

Ah ! me, till soak by sorrow, I shall dwell 
Vith them forgetful ia the narrow cell, 
Nerer aball time from my fond heart eSace 
His image ; oft his shadow I shall trace 
Upon the glimmering waters, when on high 
Thewhitemoon wanders through the cloudless i 
Oft in my silent cave (when to its fire 
Prom the nlglit's rushing tempest we retire) 
I shall behold his form, his aspect bland: 
I shall retrace his foototeps in the sand ; 
And, when the hollow-sounding surges swell 
Still think I listen to his echoing shell. 

Would I had perish'd ere that hapless day 
When the tall vessel, in its trim array, 
First nish'd upon the sounding surge, and bo 
My age's comfort from the shellerii^ shore I 
I saw it spread its white wings to the wind- 
Too soon it left these hills and woods behind' 
Gazing, its course I follow'd till mine eye 
No longer could its distant track descry ; 
Till on the confines of the billows hoar 
\ while it hung, and then was seen no more . 
And on]y the blue hollow heaven I spied. 
And tbe long waste o£ waters WesVui ViAft, 
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More moumfal then each falling surge I heard, 
Then dropp'd the stagnant tear upon my beard. 
Methought the wild waves said, amidst their roar 
At midnight, ^ Thou shalt see thy son no more !' 

Now thrice twelve moons through the mid 
heavens have roll'd. 
And many a dawn, and slow night have I told ; 
And still, as every weary day goes by, 
A knot recording on my line I tie * ; 
But never more, emerging from the main, 
I see the stranger's bark approach again. 
Has the fell storm o'erwhelm*d him ? Has its sweep 
Buried the bounding vessel in the deep? 
Is he cast bleeding on some desert plain ? 
Upon his father did he call in vain? 
Have pitiless and bloody tribes defiled 
The cold limbs of my brave, my beauteous child ! , 

Oh ! I shall never, never hear his voice ; 
The spring-time shall return, the isles rejoice ; 
But faint and weary I shall meet the morn, 
And mid the cheering ^sunshine droop forlorn. 

The joyous conch sounds in the high wood loud. 
O'er all the beach now stream V^e busy crowd ; 
Fresh breezes stir the waving plantain grove ; 
The fisher carols in the winding cove ; 

* I find by referring to the book that I have here made a 
mistake, which I hope the reader will pardon. The knots 
were tied at the time of Le Boo's departure, and one untied 
every moon by the disconsolate father. There is a very in- 
teresting relation on this sabject in Dixon's Voyage ronnd the 
World, who, some years afterwards, sailing near the Pelew 
Islands, observed a person on shore making signs to the vessel, 
whom we have reason to suppose from subsequent accounts to 
have been the unfortunate father of Le Boo. Captain Dixon 
at the time was ignorant of every circnmstance relating to this 
ioteresUng ttory, with wAich Mr. Keate QoncVoAeftYsiA ^cjuskoX 
oftbe Pb&w iBtaadi. 
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And light canoies along tiie lucid tide 
With painted shells and sparkling paddles gli 
I linger on the desert rock alone, 
Heartless, and cry for thee, my son, my son. 

REV. W. L. BOWI 



THE EXILE. 

FiiREWELL, oh native Spain ! farewell for eye] 
* These banish'd eyes shall yiew thy coasts 

more: 
A moumful presage tells my heart that never 
Gonzalvo's steps again shall press thy shore 

Hush'd are the winds, while soft the vessel saili 
Withgentie motion ploughs the' unruffled ma 

I feel my bosom's boasted courage failing. 
And curse the waves which bear me fa^ fin 
Spain. 

I see it yet ! Beneath yon blue clear heaven 
Still do the spires, so well beloved, appear. 

From yonder craggy point the gale of even 
Still wafts my native accents to mine ear. 

Propp'd on some moss-crown'd rock, and ga 
singing. 

There in the sun his nets the fisher dries ; 
Oft have I heard the plaintive ballad, bringing 

Scenes of past joys before my sorrowing eye 

Ah ! happy swain ; he waits the' accustom^ he 
' When twilight gloom obscures the closing ak 

Then gladly seeks his loved paternal bower. 
And BhaLteB the feast his native t!&\^% «(k^^ 
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FiiendBhip and Love, his cottage guests, receive 
him 

With honest vrelcome and with smile sincere : 
No threatening v^oes of present joys bereave him ; 

No sigh his bosom ovsrns, his cheek no tear. 

Ah ! happy swain ! such bliss to me denying. 
Fortune thy lot vnth envy bids me view ; 

Me who, from home and Spain cm exile flying, 
Bid all I value, all I love, adieu. 

No more mine ear shall list the well known ditty 
Sung by some mountain girl who tends her goats. 

Some village swain imploring amorous pity, 
Or shepherd chanting vnld his rustic notes. 

No mord my arms a parent's fond embraces. 
No more my heart domestic calm must know ; 

Far from these joys, with sighs which memory 
traces. 
To sultry skies and distant climes I go. 

Where Indian suns engender new diseases. 
Where snakes and tigers breed, I bend my way, 

To brave the feverish thirst no art appeases. 
The yellow plague and madding blaze of day. 

But not to feel' slow pangs consume my liver, 
: To die by peacemeal in the bloom of age, 
My boiling blood drunk by insatiate fever, 
And brain delirious wiUi the daystar'd rago 

Can make me know such grief as thus to sever, 
With many a bitter sigh, dear land ! from thee ; 

To feel this heart must dote on thee for evet^ 
And feel that all tby Joys are torn {torn Tn^eV 
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All me ! how oft will fancy's spells, in sliunber, . 

Recall my native country to my mind 1 
How oft regpret will bid me sadly number 

Each lost delight, and dear friend left behind ! 

Wild Murcia's yales and loved romantic bowers, 
The river on whose banks a child I plajr'd. 

My castle's ancient halls, its frowning towers. 
Each much regpretted wood and well known 
glade ; 

Dreams of the land where all my vfishes centre. 
Thy scenes, which I am doom'd no more to know, 

Full oft shall memory trace, my soul's tormentor, 
And turn each pleasure past to present woe. 

But, lo ! the sun beneath the waves retires ; 

Night speeds apcuse her empire to restore ! 
Clouds from my sight obscure the village spires, 

Now' seen but faintly, and now seen no more. 

Oh! breathe not, vmds! Still be the water*s 
'motion! 

Sleep, sleep, my bark, in silence on the main ! 
So, when to-morrow's light shall gild the ocean, 

Once more mine eyes shall see the eoast of Spain. 

Vain is the wish ! My last petition scorning. 
Fresh blows the gale, and high the billows swell : 

Far shall we be before the break of morning : 
Oh ! then, for ever, native Spain, farewell ! 

M. G. LEiyis. 
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THE ADIEU. 

Ye hills of my countiyy soft fading in blue ; 
The seats of my childhood, for ever adieu! 
Yet not for a brighter your skies I resign, 
When my wandering footsteps revisit the Rhine : 
But sacred to me is the roar of the wave 
That mingles its tide with the blood of the brave ; 
Where the blasts of the trumpets for battle combine. 
And the heart was laid low that gave rapture to 
mine. 

Ye scenes of remembrance that sorrow begged. 
Your uplands I leave for the desolate wild ; 
For nature is nought to the eye of despair 
But the image of hopes that have vanished in f|ir : 
Again, ye fair blossoms of flower and of tree, 
Ye shall bloom to the mom,, though ye bloom not 
for me ; [stream, 

Again your lone wood-paths that wind by the 
Be the haunt of the lover — to hope — and to dream. 

But never to me shall the summer renew 

The bowers where the days of my happiness flew ; 

Where my soul found her partner, and thought to 

bestow 
The colours of heaven on the dwellings of woe ! 
Too faithful recorders of times that are pass'd, 
The Eden of Love, that was ever to last! 
Once more may soft accents your wild echoes fill. 
And the young and the happy be worshippers still. 

To me ye are lost ! but your summits of green 
SbaJJ charm through the distance oi msjr] ^liR.^"^^ 



■) 
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In woe cmd in wcmdering and deserts, return 
lake the soul of the dead to the perishing urn ! 
Ye hills of my country ! farewell eyermore 
As I cleave the dark waves of your rock-rugged 
And ask of the hovering gale if it come [shore, 
From the oak-towering woods on the mountainsof 
home." MISS bannermAh. 



THE FEMALE EXILE. 

November's chill blast on the rough beach ia 
howling, [shore, 

The surge breaks afar, and then foams to thd 
Dark clouds o'er the sea gather heavy and scowling. 

And the white cliffs reecho the wild wintry roar. 

Beneath that chalk rock a fair stranger, reclining. 
Has found on damp seaweed a cold lonely seat; 

Her eyes fiU'd with tears, and her heart with re' 
pining. 
She starts at the billows that burst at her feet. 

There, day after day, with an anxious heart 
heaving, 
She watches the waves where they mingle witii 
air ; [ceiving. 

For the sail which, alas ! all her fond hopes de- 
May bring only tidings to add to her care. 

Loose stream to wild winds those fair flowing 

tresses, [flowers ; 

Oi|ce woven with garlands of gay Summer 

Her dress unregarded bespeaks her distresses, 
be&uty is blighted by ^gnj&f ^b&vn bawcu. 
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Her innocent children, unconscious of sorrow, 
To seek the gloss'd shell or the crimson weed 
stray; 

Amused with the present, they heed not to-morrow. 
Nor think of the storm that is gathering to-day. 

The gilt fairy ship, with its ribbon-sail spreading, 
They launch on ^e salt pool the tide left behind ; 

Ah ! victims — ^for whom their sad mother is dread- 
ing, 
The multiplied miseries that wait on mankind ! 

To taAr fortune bom she beholds them with anguish. 
Now wanderers with her on a once hostile soil. 

Perhaps doom'd for life in chill penury to languish, 
Or abject dependence, or soul-crushing toil. 

But the seaboat, her hopes and her terrors renew- 
ing? 
O'er the dim gray horizon now faintly appears ; 

She flies to tiie quay, dreading tidings of ruin, 
All breathless with haste, half expiring with 
fears. 

Poor mourner ! — I would that my fortune had left 
The means to alleviate the woes I deplore ; [me 
But, like thine, my hard fate has of affluence be- 
reft me, 
I can warm the cold heart of the wretched no 
more ! charlotte smith. 
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/ APRIL. 

Green o'er the copses Spring's soft hues. are 
spreadmg, 

High wave the reeds in the transparent floods, 
The oak its sear and sallow foliage shedding, 

From their moss'd cradles start its infant bads. 

Pale as the tranquil tide of Summer's ocean 
The willow now its slender leaf unveils ; 

And through the sky, with swiftly fleetibg motion. 
Driven ])y the wind, the rack of April sails. 

Then, as the gust declines, the stealing showers 
Fall fresh and noiseless ; while at close of day 

The low sun gleams on moist and half-blown 
flowers, 
That promise garlands for approaching May. 

Bless'd are yon peasant cluldren, simply singing. 

Who through the new-sprung grass rejoicing 

rove ; [bringing, 

More bless'd ! to whom the Time fond thought is 
Of friends expected, or returning love. 

The pensive wanderer bless'd, to whom reflection 
Points out some future views that soothe his 
mind, 

Me how unlike ! — ^whom cruel recollection 
But tells of comfort I shall never find ! 

Hope^ that on Nature's youth is still attending, 

No more to me her siren song shall sing ; 
Never to me her influence extending, 
Shall I again enjoy tSie da^a oi s^TVft%\ 
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Yet how I loved them once these scenes remind me, 
When, light of heart, in childhood's thoughtless 
mirth, 

I reckM not that the cruel lot assigned me [birth ! 
Should make me curse the hour that gave me 

Then from thy wild wood banks, Aruna ! roving, 
Thy thymy downs with sportive steps I sought. 

And Nature's charms,with artless transport loving. 
Sung like the birds, unheeded and untaught. 

But now the spring-tide's pleasant hours returning 
Serve to awaken me to sharper pain ; 

Recalling scenes of agony and mourning, 

Of baffled hopes and prayers preferr'd in vain. 

Thus shone the sun, his vernal rays displaying. 
Thus did the woods in early verdure wave. 

While dire Disease on all I loved was preying. 
And flowers seem'd rising but to strew her grave. 

Now mid reviving blooms I coldly languish. 
Spring seems devoid of joy to me alone ; 

Each sound of pleasure aggravates riiy anguish. 
And speaks of beauty, youth, and sweetness 
gone! 

Yet, as stem Duty bids, with faint endeavour 
I drag on life, contending with my woe, 

Though coni^ious Misery still repeats that never 
My soul one pleasurable hour shall know. 

Lost in the tomb, when Hope no more appeases 
The fester'd wounds that prompt the' eternal 
sigh; 

Grief, the most fatal of the heart's diseases, 
Soon teacbetf.whom it fastens on to die. 
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The 'wretch undone, for pain alone existing, 
The abject dread of Death shall snre subdue, 

.And far from his decisive hand resisting, 
Rejoice to bid a world like this adieu ! 

CHARLOTTE SMITH. 



THE COMPLAINT. 



Rest, rest, dear babe, in balmy sleep reposing. 
No care, no sorrow moves thy tranquil breast ; 

Rest till the dawn, thy gentle eyes unclosing. 
Shall wake that smile in which alone I'm 
bless'd. 

Hush thee, sweet babe ! let naught disturb thy 
slumbers, 
Thy mother, fondly o'er thy cradle hung. 
Thus frames for thee the sooUiing favourite num- 
bers, 
For thee her vigils thus beguiles vdtii song. 

Alas 1 my child, for thee no Father's bosom 
Throbs to soft sympathy and fond alarm ; 

No sheltering arm protects thy tender blossom. 
And screens its weakness from life's gathering 
storm. 

In vain with tears and suppliant accents blended. 

His infant seeks its sacred rights to claim ; 
Though truth and honour for those claims con- 
fended. 
Honour and truth to Ynm «x« \ra^ «iiD»iBft. 
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Vainly to him this faithful heart appealing, 
Which passion's tenderest truest flame still 
warms, [feeling, 

Urges those oft pledged vows, each generous 
Though now forgot — which gave me to his arms. 

How can he *thus forego the soft relations 
That bind with mutual ties his soul to me ; 

How can he lose those ever dear sensations 
Which swell to rapture as I gaze on thee ? 

Oft o'er thy lovely form while pensive musing, 
His smile, his features with delight I trace ; 

Each pensive thought in melting fondness losing, 
I clasp his image in my child's embrace. 

O, may that Power who hears my sad lamenting, 
And guards my nursling vnth a parent's eye ; 

Restore his heart, at Nature's voice relenting, 
To Faith's firm bands, cmd Love's forgiving sigh. 

Sleep on, dear babe ! no thoughts like these op- 
press thee. 

Mild Innocence thy peaceful temples crovnis ; 
No anxious doubts, no keen regrets distress thee. 

No brooding care around thy cradle frowns. 

Those tranquil looks, suspend a mother's anguish, 
Those artless smileis her drooping heart sustain ; 

Victim of broken vows though doom'd to languish. 
She lives in thee to peace and hope again. 

MARIA RIODELL. 
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ELEGY. 

' Dark gathering clouds involye the threatening 
skies, 

The sea heaves conscious of the' impending gloom ; 
Deep hollow murmurs from the cliffs arise ; 

They come ! — the Spirits of the Tempest come ! 

' Oh! may such terrors mark the' approaching 
night 

As reign'd on that these streaming eyes deplore ! 
Flash, ye red fires of heaven ! with fatal light ; 

And with conflicting winds, )/e waters ! roar. 

' Loud, and more loud, ye foaming billows ! burst ; 

Ye warring elements ! more fiercely rave. 
Till the wide waves overwhelm the spot accursed 

Where ruthless Avarice finds a quiet grave I' 

Thus with clasp'd hands, wild looks, and stream- 
ing ha^', [speech. 

While shrieks of horror broke her trembling 
A wretched maid — the victim of Despair, 

Surveyed the threatening storm and desert beach': 

Then to the tomb where now the father slept 
Whose rugged nature bade her sorrows flow, 

Frantic she tum'd — and beat her breast and wept, 
Invoking vengeance on the dust below. 

* Lo ! rising there above each humbler heap. 
Yon ciphered stones his name and wealth relate, 

Who gave his son — remorseless — to the deep. 
While /> bia living vic^m, cuxae tk^ iaXa. 
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* O ! my lost love ! no tomb is placed for thee. 

That may to strangers' eyes thy worth impart! 
Thou hast no grave but in the stormy sea ! 
And no memorial but this breaking heart ! 

Forth to the world, a widowed wanderer driyen, 
I pour to winds and waves the' unheeded tear, 

Try with vain effort to submit to Heaven, 
And firuitless call on him — ^* who cannot hear." 

' Oh ! might I fondly clasp him once again. 
While o'er my head the infuriate billows pour. 

Forget in death this agonizing pain, 
And feel his father's cruelty no more ! 

* Part, raging waters ! part, and show beneath, 

In your dread caves, his pale and mangled form ; 
Now, while the demons of Despair and Death 
Ride on the bla^t, and urge the howling storm ! 

' Lo ! by the lightning's momentary blaze, 
I see him rise the whitening waves above. 

No longer such as when in happier days 

He gave the enchanted hours — to me and love. 

' Such, as when daring the enchafed sea 
And courting dangerous toil, he often said 

That every peril, one soft smile from me. 
One sigh of speechless tenderness o'erpaid. 

* But dead, disfigured, while between the roar 

Of the loud waves his accents pierce mine ear. 
And seem to say — Ah, wretch! delay no more, 
But come, unhappy mourner ! — meet me here. 

' Yet, powerful Fancy ! bid the phantom stay. 
Still let me hear him ! — 'TIS already pass'd I 
Along' the wares bis shadow dies away, 
/ Jose Jus voice amid the deafening b\aai\ 
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^ Ah ! wild Illusion, bom of frantic Pain ! 

He hears not, comes not from his watery bed ! 
My tears, my anguish, my despair are vain. 

The' insatiate ocean giyes not up its. dead ! 

< Tisnothis voice ! — Hark ! the deep thunders roll ! 

Upheayes the ground — the rocky barriers fail ! 
Approach, ye horrors that delight my soul ! 

Despair and Death and Desolation, hail !' 

The Ocean hears — the' embodied waters come — 
Rise o'er the land, and with resistless sweep 

Tear from its base the proud aggressor's tomb, 
And bear the injured to eternal sleep ! 

CHARLOTTE SMITH. 



THE FATE OF KINGS. 

WRITTEN ON VISITING A ROYAL MAUSOLEUM. 



Then happy low lie down i 

Uneasy rests the head (nat wean a crown. 



Peace to these aisleSjthrougb which I pensive stray, 
And press with reverent feet the time-worn 
stones. 
Led by yon glimmering lamp's sepulchral ray. 
Which marks the spot where rest a monarch's 
bones. 

Languid and cold, to light, but not to cheer. 

Falls the faint gleam upon the tomb below. 
Like Pity'B voice on some lone 'wvdftVfk ew. 
Mocking the mi^esty oi\)\ix\eA.'W<i^\ 
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Here will I pause, our pious requiem pour, 
And greet his exit from Life's tragic stage ; 

Nor ask wliat name the* exalted sufferer bore, 
Nor how 'tis blazon'd on the' historic page. 

Whether in Valour's lists he vainly toil'd, 
Or inquest clasp'd him with her crimson hand ; 

Whether tyrannic Pride his purple soil'd, 
Or patriot subjects loyed his mild command ; 

Whether, fair Peace, he held thy olive dear, 
Or stretch'd his power o'er many a bleeding 
state; 

Whate'er his deeds, his station claims a tear ; 
Whate'er his faults, his griefe were sure as great. 

Treason's chief victim. Policy's prime tool, 
Fear'd by the weak, derided by the strong. 

Jest of the stoic, envy of the fool. 

When right the nation's slave, the nation'^ 
curse when wrong j 

His crown, a burning brand which sears his brain ; 

His power, a bubble the next hour may burst ; 
His life a glittering web of pomp and pain. 

Gorgeously wretched, and supremely cursed ; 

Of all their lots whose threads the sisters spin 
None sadder than a king's Reflection views : 

Life shows him nothing he can wish to win. 
And bids him only breathe to fear and lose ! 

Low in the heavens may sink his star of Fate, 
But ne'er can hope in loftier course to move : 

His couch may shine the burning throne of Hate^ 
But ne'er can bloom the roseate bower ol \Ar«^* 

VOL. IV. U 
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He bids no flame in virtaous bofiom rise ; 

He forms no plan of fond connubial bliss ; 
He reads no chaste consent in downcast eyes, 

Nor thanks the trembler with a blameless kiss: 

Unknown her virtues, imdesired her charms, 
Comes his unwilling bride to share his chains; 

Cold Policy conducts her to his arms, 

And angry Love to bless the bed disdains. 

"Us his, to life when trembling wretches cling, 
Whose worldly guilt despairs of heayenly bl^, 

With fatal breath the' untimely shaft to wing. 
And driye them shuddering down the dread 
abyss : 

'Tis his, to hear Contrition plead in vain. 
To crush the/ last poor hope on mercy built; 

Yet still each sigh suppress, each tear restrain. 
For grief is weakness, when to spare were guilt. 

ho ! for her culprit-husband kneels a vnfe ! 

Hark ! for a child a father pours his prayer ! 
But Justice claims the felon*s forfeit life. 

And though he can, the monarch must not spare. 

He signs the bond of blood with pain severe ; 

But does not Friendship then allay the smart ? 
Lends she not, while he mourns, her gracious ear? 

Heals not her sympathy his wounded heart? 

Alas ! No friend has he ! — No tear he finds 
Mix with the stream which from his eyelid 
rolls ; 

He knpws no intarcourse of equal minds, 
No kind expansion 'oi cQi&^«DA»\ «nNX%. 
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Or is there midst his followers one, whom beet 
His partial eye and springing heart approve? 

Lock, royal wretch, the secret in your breast, 
Nor bid distinction damn the man you love ! 

The sovereign's friend is still the people's hate ; 

Whom kings still favour, subjects still revile.— 
Rise, shade of Bute ! thy mystic tale relate. 

And say what blessings followed George's smile. 

Thou best canst tell, — ^ none more for insult born. 
Than him none branded more with public shame, 

Who bears the courtier*s hate, the nation's scorn. 
The favourite's o£Sce, and the minion's name.' 

Yet much a friend he needs, who bom to reign 
Is bom the prey of Rapine, Vice, and Art ; 

While Pomp and Power unite to fire his brain. 
And Pride and Passion to mislead his heart. 

Lo! round his throne what hideous phantoms 
throng! 
There wild Ambition bids his firebrands glare ! 
There leering Flattery pours her siren song. 
The rank witch Luxury plants her nightshade 
there! 

And there Suspicion rolls her eagle eye, 

Weighs every word, and starts at every breath ; ' 

And Treason there in robes of varying dye, 
Through paths mysterious guides the spectre^ 
Death ! 

Nor hope, fond monarch, by thy subjects bless'd, 
Their grateful arms vidll guard thy valued life. 

Thy martial fame appal the' assassin's breast^ 
Tby patriot virtue blunt his braiidi&Vd.\ak^\ 
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Could Valour aught avail, or Public Xove, 
France had not moum'd Navarre's brave Henry 
slain; 

If wit or beauty might compassion move. 
The Rose of Scotland had not wegt in vain. 

Prayers of a people, voice of bright Renown, 
Fair eyes and honied lips, ye vainly plead ; 

Doom'd to support that glittering curse, a crown, 
Alike the Hero and the Beauty bteed ! 

— ' Yet mark these martial bands around me 

placed; 

Observe my palace strictly watched and barr'd !* 

Ya|n man! in Friendship's garb, with favour 

graced. 

Fate lurks within, and mocks thy doubled guard ! 

Thy trusted servant, midst thy foes enroU'd, 
To drug thy bowl employs his baleful art ; 

Thy favourite mistress, bribed with foreign gold, 
Waits but thy sleep to pierce thy doting heart: 

And lo ! thy darling son (most false of friends !) 
By dire Ambition steel'd against remorse. 

Tears from thy brow the crown, thy throne ascends. 
Nor doubts to mount by trampling on thy corse. 

Heard'st thou that sound ? Earth trembles ! meteors 

glare I [verse ! 

Red .glows the moon, as charm'd by sorcerers' 

Ocean rolls back! fiends wing the lurid air! — 

Knew'st thou that sound? — It was a Father's 

ounel 
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Yon crazy bark, bo swift which flies the land, 
Thence came the word'vf hich Nature hears with 
fright : 

High on the deck see royal Stuart stand, 
And fix on Albion's fading rocks his sight. 

From friends, from home, from all his, soul holds 
dear. 

In foreign climes to waste his closing day. 
Ambition's daughters drive this second Lear ; — 

But no Cordelia wipes his tears away ! 

Gashes the flood fast from the exile's lids ; 

Stream his gray locks wild in the winds of night ; 
And now he rends them in despair, and bids 

Heayen's bitterest curse on his proud daughters 
light ! 

* Ye shames of Nature !' thus the monarch cries» 

' Your father loathes the hour when breath ye 
drew! 
Whatever my faults in angry Britain's eyes. 
Usurping harpies, I have none to you. 

* And must your sire now stray from court to court 

A royal beggar, bow'd with age and woes? 
Must foreign alms his irksome life support, 
And foreign hands in death his limbs compose ? 

' Ah ! while this last sad image fills your sight. 
Does not accusing guilt your souls dismay? 

Cold as the moonbeams which direct my flight. 
Deaf as the seas which bear my bark away, 

' Say, can ye calmly still my anguish view, 
And calmly still a father's faults condemn? 

Still are ye deaf?~When at thy feet the^ wift, 
fydge of the world, be Thou as deai to VVvqielX 
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^ I curse ye^ snakes ! Alike of foe and friend 
May doubt and drekd your cankering souls 
devour ; 

May civil broils your kingdom's bosom rend, 
And foreign wars destroy your nation's flower; 

* On earth be wretched, and of heaven despair ! 

Changed be your good to ill, your bad to worse ! 
And ne'er may child of yours survive to wear 

That crown you purchased with your father's 
curse*!* 

He said ! Heaven heard the prayer of regal woe ! 

Lo ! Mary's hand a barren sceptre waves ; 
While Anne but teems ^ how mothers love' to know, 

See her sweet blossoms fall, and languish o'er 
their graves t. 

While such the pangs which purple robes enfold. 
While griefs like these a sovereign's peace 
devour. 

Should Hate or Envy follow those who hold 
This sad preeminence of painful power? 

Far be from me such thoughts ! My heart to stone 
Perhaps may change, while Hunger vainly 
pleads; 
Mine ear may coldly list the maniac's moan, 
Nor my tears flow, though virtuous Beauty 
bleeds : 

• James the Second sent Qneen Mary word that if she saf- 
fered herself to be crowned, he shonld leave her bu dying 
cuwt^^^V, Dalrympte't Memdtrs. 

t The qneen attributes the loss of her children to the de- 
throniag of her father; having been very sensibly loncked by 
aa afTeeting letter which he wrole lo Yv«,t \MiQ\« W 4«stkv— 
^Mmti^t Letter to BathmoTy ftept. 9Q,11l:^. 
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Bat while mjr breast one feeling throb supplieSy 
And while one pitying drop these lids contain, 

Oh ! sceptred Grief, a sigh for thee shall rise, 
And a tear trickle on thy golden chain. 

Lord of all life ! Fountain of good and ill ! 

If thorniest paths must g^ide me to my bier, 
My neck shall humbly bow beneath thy will. 

Nor one proud murmur term that will seyere. 

With aches and anguish rack each quivering limb,. 

Crush this poor frame, and rob these orbs of 
sight; 
Bid Slander's breath my fame's pure mirror dim, 

And freezing Want Hope's lovely harvest blight ; 

Make me, of all who drink heaven's vital air. 
The poorest, lowliest^ vilest, saddest thing!—- 

My load of griefs with patience still I'll bear. 
And thank my God I was not bom a king ! 

M. G. LEWIS. 



WRITTEN AT 

VALE ROYAL ABBEY* IN CHfiSHIRE. 



;i^] 



As evening slowly spreads his mantle hoar. 
No ruder sounds the bounded valley fill 

Than the faint din, from yonder sedgy shore. 
Of rushing waters and the murmuring mill. 

* A mooasCery for Cistercian Monies, foanded by King 
Edward I. about tbe year ISOO. in- conseqaence of a vow^ 
which he made wbea in danger ot being sbipwTeOift^ OA9A3Eii|^ 
bb ntan itom a enuade. 
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How sunk the scene where cloister'd Leisure 
mused! 

Where war-worn Edward paid his awful vow; 
And, lavish of magnificence, diffused [brow! 

His c)*owded spires o'er tiie broad mountain's 

The golden fans, that o'er the turrets strewn, 
Quick-glancing to the sun, wild music made, 

Are reft, and every battlement o'ergrown 

With knotted thorns and the tall sapling's shade. 

The prickly thistle sheds its plumy crest. 

And matted nettles shade the crumbling mass. 

Where shone the pavement's surface smooth, im- 
press'd 
With rich reflection of the storied glass. 

Here hardy chieftains slept in proud repose. 
Sublimely shrined in gorgeous imagery ; 

And through the lessening aisles, in radiant rowfl(, 
Their consecrated banners hung on high. 

There oxen browse, and there the sable yew 
Througl\ the dun void displays its baleful 
glooms ; 

And sheds in lingering drops ungenial dew 
O'er the forgotten graves and scatter'd tombs. 

By the s^||lr clock, in stately measured chime. 
That Arom the massy tower tremendous toU'd, 

No more the ploaghman counts the tedious time, 
Nor distant shepherd pens his twilight fold. 

High o'er the trackless heath at midnight seen. 
No more the windows, ranged in long array 

(Where the tall shaft and fretted nook between 
ndck ivy twines), the ta^w'dtvVfc^XifeVxs:^, 
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£'en now^ amid the wavering ivy wreatha 
(While kindred thoughts the pensive sounds 
inspire), 

When the weak breeze in many a whisper breathes, 
I seem to listen to the chanting quire. 

As o'er these shattered towers intent we muse. 
Though rear'd by Charity's capricious zeal. 

Yet can our breasts soft Pity's sigh refuse, 
Or conscious Candour'a modest plea conceal? 

For though the sorceress, Superstition blind, 
Amid the pomp of dreadful sacrifice, 

O'er the dim roofs, to cheat the tranced mind, 
Oft bade her visionary gleams arise ; 

Though the vain hours unsocial Sloth beguiled. 
While the still cloister's gate Oblivion lock'd ; 

And through the chambers pale, to slumbers mild 
Wan Indolence her drowsy cradle rock'd ; 

Yet hence, enthroned in venerable state, 
Proud Hospitality dispensed her store : 

Ah, see, beneath yon tower's unvaulted gate, 
Forlorn she sits upon the brambled floor ! 

Her ponderous vase, with gothic portraiture 
Emboss'd, no more vrith balmy moisture flows $ 

Mid the mix'd shards o'erwhelm'd in dust obscure^ 
No more, as erst, the golden goblet glows. 

Sore beat by storms in glory's arduous way. 
Here might Ambition muse, a pilgrim sage ; 

Here raptured see Religion's evening Ta^ 
Oilii the eaha walks of his repomxig ^^^ 
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Here ancient Art ker dcdnl fiuKics play'd 
In the ^[oamt nuixes of the criaped roof; 

In mellow glooms the spenking pane umy'd, 
And ranged the diurter'd column, massy proof. 

Here Learning, guarded firom a barbarous age, 
HoTer'd a while, nor dared attempt the day ; 

Bat patient traced upon the pictured page . 
The holy legend or heroic lay. 

Hither the solitary minstrel came, 

An honiour'd g^est, while the grim eTening sk^ 
Hung louring, and around tiie social flame 

Tuned his bold harp to tales of chivalry. 

Thus sings the Muse, all pensive and alone ; 

Nor scorns, within the deep fone's inmost cell, 
To pluck the gray moss from the mantled stone,. 

Some holy founder's mouldering name to spell. 

Thus sings the Muse ; — ^yet, partial as she sings, 
With fond regret surveys these ruin'd piles : 

And with fair images of ancient things 
The captive bard's obsequious mind beguiles. 

But much we pardon to the' ingenuous Muse ; 

Her fairy shapes are trick'd by Fancy's pen : 
Severer Reason forms far other views, 

And scans the scene with philosophic ken. 

From these deserted domes new glories rise ; 

More useful institutes, adorning man. 
Manners enlarged, and new civilities, 

On fresh foundations build the social plan. 

Science an ampler plume, a bolder flight 
Essays, escaped from Superstition's shrine ; 

While freed Religion, like primeval light 
Bursting from chaos, spreads her warmth divine. 

T, WARTO«« 



ELBGIESy AMATORY AND MISCELLANEOUS. 155 

HE DESCRIBES HIS VISION TO AN AC- 
QUAINTANCE. 



Caeten per terras omnes animalia, &c. Firg» 
All animals beside, o'er all the earth, &c. 



On distant heatlis, beneath autumnal skies. 
Pensive I saw die circling shade descend ; 

Weary and faint I heard the storm arise, 
While the Son yanish'd like a faithless Mend. 

No kind companion led my steps aright ; 

No friendly planet lent its glimmering ray ; . 
E'en the lone cot refused its wonted light. 

Where Toil in peaceful slumber closed die day. 

Then the dull bell had given a pleasing sound, 
The village cur 'twere transport then to hear; 

In dreadful silence all was hush'd around, 
While the rude storm alone distressed mine ear. 

As led by Orwell's winding banks I stray'd. 
Where towering Wolsey breathed his native air, 

A sodden lustre chased the flitting shade. 
The sounding winds were hush'd, and all was 
fair. 

Instant a graceful form appear'd confessed ; 

White were his locks,with awful scarlet crown'd; 
And livelier far than l^rian seem'd \ii& NeisA.^ 

JiMt with the glowing purple tmged^<&^cfirasiA.^ 
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' Stranger (he said), amid this pealing rain, j 

Benighted, lonesome, whither wouldst thou 
stray? 

Does wealth or power thy we^ry step constrain ? 
Reveal thy wish, and let me point the way. 

' For know, I trod the trophied paths of power, 
Felt every Joy that fair Ambition brings. 

And left the lonely roof of yonder bower 
To stand beneath the canopies of kings. 

' I bade low hinds the towering ardour share. 
Nor meanly rose to bless myself alone ; 

I snatch'd the shepherd Arom his fleecy care, 
And bade his wholesome dictate guard the 
throne. 

' Low at my feet the suppliant peer I saw ; 

I saw proud empires my decision wait ; 
My will was duty, and my word was law. 

My smile was transport, and my frown was 
fate/ 

' Ah me! (said I) nor power I seek, nor gain ; 

Nor urged by hope of fame these toils endure ; 
A simple youth, that feels a lover's pain. 

And from his friend's condolence hopes a cure. 

*■ He, the dear youth ! to whose abodes I roam. 
Nor can mine honours nor my fields extend ; 

Yet for his sake I leave my distant home, 
Which oaks embosom and which hills defend. 

' Beneath that home I scorn the wintry wind ; 

The Spring, to shade me, robes her fairest tree ; 
And if a friend my grass-grown threshold find,^ 

O how my lonely cot resounds with glee I 



Vr(, *'"gfc artttt lu gulS in heaps antam'd, 
I wiAM^CM, IIimgiuA to beaUiw; 
Aad OoB^ H> frksd IB Fuue'c tibMitfcraM 

StiD Id kr diOotil ro i irmiu * nm ■ fue. 
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iew. 
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' OhI if these Ills tibe price of power advmoey 
Check notmy speedwhere social Joys isvite!*— 

The troubled tIsIoii cast a mounifiil glance, 
Andy sighing^ yanished In the shades of nl^ 



ISTRITTEN IN SPRING. 
1749. 

AoADi ^wlabomring hind inirerts ^b» loO; 

Again the merchant ploughs tlie tumid wmTe; 
Another spring renews tiie soldier's toU, 

And finds me vacant in the raral c«ve* 

As the soft lyre dliplay'd my Wonted lores. 
The pensire ple^nre and tite tender pain, 

Tbe sordid Alpheos hnrried through my gropes, 
Yet stopped to vent the dictates of disdain. 

He glanced contemptuous o'er my ruiu'd fold; 

He blamed the graces of my fkyourite bower; 
My breast, unsullied by the lust of gold ; 

My time, unlayish'd in pursuit of power. 

Yes, Alplieus! fly the purer paths of Fate; 

Abjure these scenes, from venal passimis fire^ 
Know in tliis grove I vow'd perpetual hate. 

War, endless war, with lucre and with thee. 

Here, nobly zealous, in my youtliful hours 
I dress'd an altar to Tlialia's name; 

Her^, as I crown'd the verdant shrlhe with flowers, 
Soft <m my labours stole the smiling dame. 
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* Damon (she cried), if, pleased with honestpraiae. 
Thou court success by virtue or by song ; 

Fly the false dictates of the venal race. 
Fly the gross accents of the venal tongue. 

* Swear that no lucre shall thy zeal betray : 
Swerve not thy foot with Fortune*s votaries 

more ; [day' — 

Brand thou their lives, and brand their lifeless 
The winning phantom urged me, and I swore. 

Forth from the rustic altar swift I strayed, 
* Aid my firm purpose, ye celestial Powers ! 

Aid me to quell the sordid breast,' I said ; 
And threw my javelin towards their hostile 
towers *. 

Think not regretful I survey the deed. 
Or added years no more the zeal allow ; 

StDl, stiU observant, to the grove I speed, 
The ahnoe embellish, and repeat the vow. 

Sworn from his cradle Rome's relentless foe. 
Such gennrouB hate the Punic champion t bore ; 

Thy lake, O Thrasimene ! beheld it glow, 

Aad Cttmc'B waUs and Trebia's crimson shore. 

Bat let gmve annals paint the warrior's fame; 

Mbr dune his arms in history enrolled ; 
WUkt knmUer lyres his civil worth proclaim, 

Bli noUer hate of avarice and gold. — 

^h-..ll0# Pmie pride its final eve surveyed, 
^- lb boeti exhausted, and its fleets on fire ; 
^jMInt tte ▼ietor'8 lurid frown obey'd, 
[ Jkbd mm 'the' unwilling elephants retire. 

I MffWHw/ in deckriog iwar . A Uvn&Mk. 
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Bst wben tbeir gold degireaa'd tlie yielding . 

Tbeii gold in pyrunidic plenty piled. 
He HW the' onatterable grief pre*mil ; 

He Mw their tears, and in hit fury smile 

' Think not (he cried) ye view the smiles of 
Or this firm breast dieclaims a patriot's p 

I smile, bat fFom a soul estranged Ui peace. 
Frantic with grief, delirious with disdain 

' Bat were it cordial, this detested smile. 

Seems it less timely than the grief je sho 
O sons of Cutbage ! grant me to revUe 

The sordid soorce of your indecent woe, 
' Why weep' ye now f ye saw with tearless i 

When your fleet perish'd on the Punic wa 
Where lurk'd the coward tear, the lazy sigl 

When Tyre's imperial stale commenced a si 
* "lla pass'd — O Carthage I languish'd, born 

Go, the mean sorrows of thy sons deplore 

Had Freedom shared the vow to Fortune pa 

She ne'er like Fortane had forsook thy sb 

He ceased — Abaah'd the consciooa audience 1 
Their pallid cheeks a crimaon bloah aafoli 

Yet o'er that Tirtuous blush distreams a teaj 
And, falling, moistene their abandon'd gol 



• Bt Ibe wrnii [i>rc«l nnoi Ike CarlhMrinii 
Ikcv wen tD4cllv» Dp >ll Aclr tleohuu.uid ti 
inilUoBl llerllDt. 
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ELEGY. 

Tired with the busy crowds that all the day 
Impatient throng where Folly's altars flame^ 

My languid powers dissolve with quick decay. 
Till genial Sleep repair the sinking frame. 

Hail, kind reyiver ! that canst lull the cares 
Ancl every weary sense compose to rest, 

Lighten the' oppressive load which anguish bears, 
And warm with hope the cold desponding' 
breast. 

Touch'd by thy rod, from Power's majestic brow 
Drqps the gay plume ; he pines a lowly clown ; 

And on the, cold earth stretch'd the son of Woe 
Quaffs Pleasure's draught, and wears a fan- 
cied crown. 

When roused by thee, on boundless pinions born^, 
Fancy to fairy scenes exults to rove. 

Now scales the cliff gay-gleaming on the mom. 
Now sad and silent treads the deepening grove ; 

Or skims the main and listens to the storms, 
Marks the long waves roll far remote away ; 

Or, mingling with ten thousand glittering forms. 
Floats on the gale and basks in purest day. 

Haply, ere long, pierced by the howling blast. 
Through dark and pathless deserts I shall roam. 

Plunge down the' unfathom'd deep, or shrink 
aghast \\fini^v 

Where bursts the fliirieking spectre ixem iQofe 
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Perhaps loose Luxury's enchanting smile 
Shall lure my steps to some romantic dale, 

Where Mirth's light freaks the' unheeded hours 
beguile, 
And airs of rapture warble in the gale. 

Instructive emblem of this mortal state ! 

Where scenes as various every hour arise 
In swift succession, which the hand of Fate 

Presents, then snatches from our wondering eyes. 

Be taught, vain man, how fleeting all thy joys. 
Thy boasted grandeur, and thy glittering store ; 

Death comes and all thy fancied bliss destroys. 
Quick as a dream it fades, and is no more. 

And, sons of sorrow ! though the threatening storm 
Of angpry Fortune overhang awhile. 

Let not her frowns your inward peace deform; 
Soon happier days in happier climes shall smile. 

Through earth's throng'd visions while we toss 
forlorn, 

'Tis tumult all and rage and restiess strife ; 
But these shall vanish like the dreams of mom. 

When Death awakes us to immortal life. 

BEATTIB. 



WINTER. 




Farewell those genial seasons of the year, 
Young Spring, who filled with flowers the wil« 
ling soil ; 

Summer, whose sunbeams nursed the foodful ear ; 
Wiib Autama grateful to tkie Tew^T*«\fin\« 
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For lo ! sad change ! from yonder gathering cloud 
Stem Winter wildly drives his dark array : 

From the keen north the winds are piping loud. 
As through the yielding woods they sweep their 
way. 

High on a storm, with visage fierce and pale, 
Hie barren Eurus rides ; the rain descends : 

Far, for resounding through the floated vale, 
Its hoarse rough howls the dashing torreit 
sends. 

Where are those rural charms that fed my eyes, 
The cowsliped meadow and the hedgerow 
green? 

lb one wide waste the snow-clad landscape lies, 
And frost vnth withering hand deforms the scene. 

I sought the copse, the joyous thrush's haunt ; 

For much I wish'd her melody to hear : 
In vain I woo'd her to begin her diant. 

Nor joyous thrush nor melody was there. 

In social troops the silent larks are found. 
Picking with busy bill their scanty food : 

Ah me, I hear the gun's destructive sound. 
And the snow blushes with their harmless 
blood. 

Sweet bird ! are these the sports of reasoning man? 

Thus doth his savage hands thy songs repay. 
Which bade his joys awake when spring began. 

Which cheer*d in summer's heat the tAVianH&fik 
dajrf 
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The redbreast, wisely confident, presumes 
To screen his weakness in the peopled cot;* 

And, sweetly thankfal for the scattered crumbs. 
Pays the cheap bounty with his warbled note. 

Now dull and dreary wakes the tardy mom ; 

The sickly sun resigns his noontide power; 
Night comes ; and Fear, of Melancholy bote, 

Adds a new horror to the darkling hour. 

At every bush, at every sudden breeze. 

Starts the lone traveller on his wilder'd way ; 

In his own shade a thousand deaths he sees. 
And stops and pants and listens in dismay. 

The night bird's thrice-flapp*d wing and shriek- 
ings fell 
Denounce the pining sick man's hopeless doom ; 
In the hush air imperfect whispers dwell 

Of demons prowling through the midnight 
gloom. 

Stonehearted Murder bathes his sword in blood, 
Rapine, foul fiend, leads forth his lawless band; 

Insatiate Hunger calls amain for food ; 
While pale-eyed Famine howls along the land. 

Where are thy haunts, O Cheerfulness ? the bower 
Of spring no more invites thee ; nor the walk 

At summer's eve, beneath thy guardian power 
Where late I listen'd to my Laura's talk. 

Nor art thou seen within the courts of pride ; 

Ambition drives thy peaceful image thence : 
niough feast, and sport, and lau^ter there abide, 

Excess and riot paU tiiy Aicfex «c»a^. 
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At length thy coy retirement hare I found> 
Where smokes the cottage in the sheltered rale ; 

WherCyWhilst his rustic friends the hearth surround^ 
The simple swain recounts his frolic tale. ' 

His heart is humble as the garb he wears. 
Like his coarse daily food, his manners plain ; 

Contentment's blessing the dull season cheers, 
And the storm beats upon his roof in vain. 

The smiles of innocence his temper guard, 
And from his threshold banish homebred strife ; 

Fresh health and honest gain his toils reward ; 
And one continued summer rules his life. 

Learn hence, ye vain, ye idle, and ye proud. 
When the dark storms of bleak misfortune lour, 

Tis yirtue only can dispel the cloud. 

And bless with cheerfulness the wintry hour. 

MUNOAT. 



ON RURAL SPORTS. 

The sun wakes jocund — all of life, who breathe 
In air, or earth and lawn and thicket rove. 

Who swim the surface or the deep beneath. 
Swell the full chorus of delight and love. 

But what are ye, who cheer the bay of hounds, 
- Whose leveled thunder frighten's Mom's repose. 
Who drag the net, whose hook insidious wounds 
A writhing reptile, type of mightier woes ? 

I see ye come, and havoc loose the reins : 
A general groan the general anguish speaks. 

Hie statiBly stag falls butcher'd on the \AfiL\sA> 
Tbe dew of death hangs clammy ouVa Ook^^^* 
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Ah ! see the pheasant flattering in die brake, 
Green, azure, gold, but nndistingiiish'd gore ! 

Yet spare the tenants of the silver lake ! 
I call in vain — They gasp upon the shore. ^ 

A yet ignobler band is goarded round 

With dogs of war — the spuming bull their prize : 

And now he bellows, humbled to the ground, 
And now they sprawl in bowlings to the skies. 

You too must feel their missile weapon's power, 
Whose clarion charms the midnight's sullen air ; 

Thou, the mom's harbinger, must mourn the hour 
*Vigil to fasts and penitence and prayer. 

Must fatal wars of human avarice wage. 

For milder conflicts. Love their palm, designed : 

Now sheath'd in steel, must rival Reason's rage, 
•Deal mutual death and emulate mankind. 

Are these your sovereign joys, Creation's lords f 
Is death a banquet for a godlike soul> 

Have rigid hearts no $ympathizing chords 
For concord, order, for the' harmonious whole? 

Nor plead necessity, thou man of blood ! 

Heaven tempers power with mercy — Heaven 
revere ! 
Yet slay the wolf for safety, lamb for food ; 

But shorten misery's pangs, and drop a tear ! 

Ah ! rather turn, and breathe this evening gale, 
'^ Uninjured, and uninjuring Nature's peace. 
Come, draw best nectar from the foaming pail, 
Come,pen the fold,and count the flock's increase ! 



r 
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See pagtnring heifers with the bull, who wields 
Yet budding horns, and wounds alone the soil ; 

Or see the panting spaniel try the fields, 
While bursting coveys mock his wanton toil ! 

Now feel the steed with youth's elastic force 
Spontaneous bound, yet bear thy kind control ; 

Nor mangle all his sinews in the course. 

And fainting, staggering, lash him to the goal ! 

Now sweetly pensive, bending o'er the stream, 
Mark the gay floating myriads, nor molest 

Their sports, their slumbers, but inglorious dream 
Of evil fled and all Creation bless*d ! 

Or else, beneath thy porch, in social joy 
Sit and approve ihj infant's virtuous haste, 

Humanity's sweet tones while all employ 
To lure the wing'd domestics to repast! 

There smiling see a fop in swelling state. 
The turkey, strut with valour's red pretence. 

And duck row on with waddling honest gait. 
And goose mistake solemnity for sense ! 

While one with front erect, in simple pride, 
Full firmly treads, his consort waits his call ; 

Now deal the copious barley, waft it wide, 
That each may taste the bounty meant for all \ 

Yon bashful songsters, with retorted eye 

Pursue the grain, yet wheel contracted flight ; 

While he, the bolder sparrow, scorns to fly ; 
A son of freedom daimiDg NatoteTa t\^\.. 
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liberal to him ; yet still the wafted grainy 
ChcMcest for tiiose of modest worth, dispense ; 

And blessing Heaven that wakes their gratefal 
strain. 
Let HeaTen's best joy be thine, benevolence! 

While flocks' soft bleatings; echoing high and dear, 
The neigh of steeds responsive o'er the heath; 

Deep lowings sweeter melt upon thy ear 
Than screams of terror and the groans of death. 

Tet sounds of woe delight a giant brood : 

Fly then mankind, ye young, ye helpless old ! 

For not their fury, a consuming flood, ' 

Distinguishes the shepherd, drowns the fold. 

But loosen once thy gripe, avenging law ! 

Eager on man, a nobler chase, they start ; 
Now from a brother's side the dagger draw, 

Now sheath it deeper in a virgin's heart. 

See, as they reach Ambition's purple fruits. 
Their reeking hands in nations' carnage died ! 

No longer bathing in the blood of brutes. 
They swim to empire in a human tide. 

But see him, see the fiend that others stung, 
With scorpion conscience lash himself the last! 

See festering in the bosom where they sprung 
The fury passions that laid Nature waste I 

Behold the self-tormentor drag his chains. 
And weary Heaveif with many a fruitless groan I 

By pining fasts, by voluntary pains. 
Revenging Nature's cauBie,\k<& ^\&«iA&baa own. 
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Yet prostrate, suppliant to the throne abore, 
He calls down Heaven in thunders to purstie 

Heaven's fanciedfoes — O God of peace and lorej 
The voice of thunder is no voice from yon ! 

Slistaken mortal! 'ds that God's decree 

To spare thy own, nor shed another's blood : 

Heaven breathes benevolence to all, to thee ; 
Each being's bliss consummates general goOd. 

LOVlBONO. 



ON THE 



RECEIPT OF MY MOTHER'S PICTtJRE 
OUT OF NORFOLK. 

TOE GIFT OF MY COUSIN ANNE BODttAM. 

O THAT those lips had language ! life has passed 
With me but roughly since I heard thee last. 
Those lips are thine — thy own sweet smile I kee, 
The same that oft in childhood solaced me ; 
Voice only fails, else hOw distinct they say, 
' Grieve not, my child, chase all thy fears «way !' 
The meek intelligence of those dear eyes 
(Bless'd be the art that can immortalize. 
The art that baffles Time's tyrannic claim 
To quench it!) here shines on me still the same. 
Faithful remembrancer of one so dear, 

welcome guest, though unexpected here ! 
Who bidd'st me honour with an artless song, 
Affectionate, a mother lost so long, 

1 will obey> not willingly alone, 

Bat gladly aa the precept Were heT frmi-. 
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And, while that face renews my filial grief. 
Fancy shall weave a charm for my relief. 
Shall steep me in Elysian reverie, 
A momentary dream, that thou art she. 

My mother ! when I learned that thou wast dead, 
Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed? 
Hover'd thy spirit o'er thy sorrowing son. 
Wretch even then, life's journey just begun ? 
Perhaps thou gavest me, though unfelt, a kiss ; 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss — 

^ Ah, that maternal smile ! it answers — ^Yes. 
I heard the bell toll'd on thy burial day, 
I saw the hearse that bore thee slow away. 
And, turning from my nursery window, drew 
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu ! 
But was it such? — It was — ^where thou art gone 
Adieus and f&rewells are a sound unknown. 
May i but meet thee on that peaceful shore, 
The parting word shall pass my lips no more ! 
Thy maidens, grieved themselves at my eoncem. 
Oft gave me promise of thy quick return. 
What ardently I wish'd, I long believed, 
And, disappointed still, was still deceived. 
By expectation every day beguiled. 
Dupe of to-morrow even from a child. 
Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went, 
Till, all my stock of infant sorrow spent, 
I learn'd at last submission to my lot. 
But, though I less deplored thee, ne'er forgot. 
Where once we dwelt our name is heard no 
more, 
Children not thine have trod my nursery floor ; 
And where the gardener Robin, day by day, 

I^rew me to school along tlie \^\x\>\\fi'ww5> 
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Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapp'd 
In scarlet mantle warm, and velvet capp'd, 
'Tis now become a history little knovni, 
That once we call'd the pastoral house our own. 
Shortlived possession ! but the record fair, 
That memory keeps of all thy kindness there, 
Still outlives many a storm, that has effaced 
A thousand other themes less deeply traced. 
Thy nightly visits to my chamber made, 
That thou mightst know me safe and warmly laid; 
Thy morning bounties ere I left my home. 
The biscuit or confectionary plum ; 
The fragrant waters on my cheeks bestov^d 
By thy ovni hand, till fresh they shone and glow'd ; 
All this, and more endearing still than all. 
Thy constant flow of love, that knew no fall, 
Ne'er roughen'd by those cataracts and br^^s, 
That humour interposed too often makes ; ' 
All this still legible in memory's page. 
And still to be so to my latest age, 
Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay 
Such honours to thee as my numbers may; 
Perhaps a frail memorial| but sincere. 
Not scom*d in heaven, though little noticed here. 
Could Time,his flight reversed, restore the hours, 
When, playing with thy vesture's tissued flowers. 
The violet, the pink, and jessamine, 
I prick'd them ipto paper with a pin 
(And thou wast happier than myself the while, 
Wouldst softly speak, and stroke my head, and 

smile), 
Could those few pleasant days again appear, 
Might one wish bring them, would I Yn&Vk \2EkfeT&. 
here? 
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I would not trust my heart — ^the dear delight 
Seems so to be desired, perhaps I might.—- 
But no — what here we call our life is 8iich> 
So little to be loved, and thou so much. 
That I shonld ill reqoite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirit into bonds again. 

Thou, as a gallant bark from Albion'^ coast 
(The storms all weather'd and the ocean cross'd) 
Shoots into port at some well haven'd isle. 
Where spices breathe, and brighter seasons smile, 
There sits quiescent on the floods, that show 
Her beauteous form reflected clear below. 
While airs impregnated with incense play 
Around her, fanning light her streamers gay ; 
So thop, with sails how swift ! hast reach'd the 

shore 
' Where tempests never beat nor billows rpar*,' 
And thy loved consort on the dangerous tide 
Of life long since has anchored by thy side. 
But me, scarce hoping to attain that rest. 
Always from port withheld, always distressed — 
Me howling blasts drive devious, tempest-toss'dy 
Sails ripp'd, seams opening wide, and compa^ lost. 
And day by day so|ne current's thwarting Ibtrce 
Sets me more distant from a prosperous cowrse. 
Yet O the thought that thou art safe, and he 1 
That thought is joy, arrive what may to me. 
My boast is not, that I deduce qiy birth 
From loins enthroned,, and rulers of the earth ; 
But higher far my proiid pretensions rise — 
The son of parents passed into the skies. 
And now farewell — Time unrevoked has run 
His wonted course, yet what I wish*d is done. 

^ • Gwth. 
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By Contemplation's help, not sought in vain, 
I seem to' have lived my childhood o'er again ; 
To have renewed the joys that once were mine, 
Without tl^e sin of violating thine ; 
And, while the wings of Fancy still are free. 
And I can view this mimic show of thee, 
Time has but half succeeded in his theft — 
Thyself removed, thy power to soothe me left. 

COWPER. 



TO MARY. 

AUTUMN OF 1793. 



The twentieth year is well nigh pass'd, 

Since first our sky was overcast, 

Ah, would that tiiis might be the last ! 

My Mary! 

Thy spirits have a fainter flow, 

I see thee daily wei^ker grow — 

'Twas my distress that brought thee low, 

My Mary! 

Thy needles, once a shining store, 
For my sake restless heretofore. 
Now rust disused, and shine no more. 

My Mary4 r 

For though thou gladly wouldst fulfil 
The same kind o^ce for me still. 
Thy sight now seconds not thy will. 

My Mary ! 

But well thou play'dst the lio\isewife's part, 
And all thy threads with mAgic art 
Hare wound tbemBelves about this keatl. 
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Thy indistinct expressions seem 

Like language utter*d in a dream ; 

Yet me they charm, whate'er the theme, 

^ My Mary f 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright, 
Are still more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light. 

My Mary ! 

For could I view nor them nor thee. 
What sight worth seeing could I see ? 
The sun would rise in vain for me, 

My Mary ! 

Partakers of thy sad decline, 
Thy hands their little force resign ; 
Yet, gently press'd, press gently mine, 

My Mary ! 

Such feebleness of limbs thou provest. 
That now at every step thou mo vest 
Upheld by two, yet still thou lovest, 

My Mary ! 

And still to love, though pressed with ill. 
In wintry age to feel no chill, 
With me is to be lovely still. 

My Mary ! 

But, ah ! by constant heed I know. 
How oft the ssldness that I show 
Transforms thy smiles to looks of woe. 

My Mary! 

And should my future lot be cast 
With much resemblance of the past, 
Tby worn out heart will break at last, 
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tHE 

TRIUMPH OF MELANCHOLY. 

Memory, be still ! why throng upon the thought 
These scenes deep-stain'd with Sorrow's sabls 
dye? 

Hast thou in store no joy-illumined draught, 
To cheer bewilder'd Fancy's tearful eye ? 

Yes — from afar a landscape seems to rise, 

Deck'd gorgeous by the lavish hand of Spring ; 

Thin gilded clouds float light along the skies. 
And laughing Loves disport on fluttering wing. 

How bless'd the youth in yonder valley laid ! 

Soft smiles in every conscious feature play, 
While to the gale low-murmuring through the 
glade 

He tempers sweet his sprightly warbling lay. 

Hail, Innocence ! whose bosom, all serene. 
Feels not fierce Passion's raving tempest roll ! 

Oh, ne'er may Care distract that placid mien ! 
Oh, ne'er may Doubt's dark shades o'erwhelm 
thy soul. 

Vain wish ! for lo, in gay attire conceal'^ 
Yonder she comes ! the heart-inflaming fiend ! 

(Will no kind power the helpless stripling shield ?) 
Swift to her destined prey see Passion bend ! 

Oh smile accursed, to hide the worst designs ! 

Now with blithe eye she woos him to be bless'd, 
Whil^ round her arm unseen a serpeiit tv^m^v— 
. And Jo, she burls it hissiog at \iis bxev&O. 



Aad, iMinI, loy Ui ^nj cfftells 



CfcMllj, Md n ilin wmg iliil • tfcwtftd ^aic; 
Pmi w ilfc rtw ii^ ^ giMy dirtti kb w iilfci i^ Krti, 
Awl Fov^ cdd iMiA cracto kto bririttw Ur ! 



If Ms O mb^ b ttfe flgr boHted priMf 

Why gfldft tiM Tenal m liy gndy c^e, 
Wkoi a^ppag MiUBWB wiite tke ioireiy ifllAt 



HowBOMMrypaiMi! LetnaegvyttaMbegaile 
He HDriBg Knd, and aootibe to Mil ddi^ 

Ye {■■gw «f woe, bo Move leeoa; 
BeBfe't pert eoaee wMw'd » oUifloMxiliit 

Now wkes fcne WistBr* rad wiA WHtaAd 



Hcecvee tke wild deep tket .VMM.. «.«. •», 
How eweet to eit in tiiis eeqneitcvM bower. 
To iMer, ead Iral to liear tiie MJngKng war! 

AnibitieD bere diq^leys no gilded toy 
Tbat tenpte on desperate wing tteeool to riw, 

Nor Pleaeore's flower-embroidered paths deoey. 
Nor Anguish larks in Grandenr^s gay disgidie. 

Oft h^Contentment cheered this lone abode 
Wim the mild languish of her smiling eye; 

Here Healtii has oft in blnslung beauty glowed,* 
While loose-robed Quiet stood enamoar^d by* 

E'en the storm lulls to nknre profound repose: 
The storm these humble walls assails in -rain; 

Screened is the lily when the whirlwind blows, 
WbOe the oak's stetely ruin strows the^hdn. 
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Blow on, ye winds ! Thine, Winter, be the skies, 
Roll the old ocean, and the vales lay waste : 

Nature thy momentary rage de^es ; 
To her relief the gentler seasons haste. 

Throned in her emerald car see Spring appear ! 

(As Fancy wills the landscape starts to view) 
Her emerald car the youthful Zephyrs bear, 

Fanning her bosom with their pinions blue. 

Around the jocund hours are fluttering seen ; 

And lo, her rod the rose-lipp'd power extends ! 
And lo, the lawns are deck'd in living green. 

And Beauty's bright-eyed train from heaven 
descends ! 

Haste*, happy days, atid makef all nature glad-^ 
But vdl! all nature joy at your return? 

Say, can ye cheer pale Sickness' gloomy bed, 
(>r dry the tears that bathe the' untimely urn? 

Will ye one tfansient raiy of gladness dart 

Cross the dark cell where hopeless slavery lies? 

To ease tired Disappointment's bleeding heart, 
Will all your stores of softening balm sufSce ? 

When fell Oppression in his harpy fangs 

From Wanf s weak grasp the last sad morsel 
bears. 
Can ye allay the heart-wrung parent's pangS, 
Whose famish'd child cifaves help with fruit- 
less tears? 

For, ah ! thy reign. Oppression, is not pass'dt 
Whofr^m the shivering limbs the vestment rends? 

Who lays the once rejoicing village waste, 
BrntUng the ties of lovers and of ftieiidAl 

VOL, TV. j^ ^ 
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O ye, to Pleasure who resign the day. 

As loose in Luxury's clasping arms you lie, 

O, yet let pity in your breast bear sway. 
And learn to melt at Misery's moving cry. 

But hopest thou, Muse, vainglorious as thou art, 
With the weak impulse of thy humble strain, 

Hopest thou to soften Pride's obdurate heart, 
When ^rrol's bright example shines in vain? 

Then cease the theme. Turn, Fancy, turn thine eye. 
Thy weeping eye, nor further urge thy flight ; 

Thy haunts, alas! no gleams of joy supply, 
Or transient gleams, that flash, and sink in night. 




Yet fain the mind its anguish would foreg( 
Spread then, historic Muse, thy pictured scroll ; 

Bid thy great scenes in all their splendour glow. 
And swell to thought sublime the' exalted soul. 

What mingling pomps rush boundless on the gaze ! 

What gallant navies ride the heaving deep ! 
What glittering towns their cloud-wrapt turrejts 
raise! 

What bulwarks frown horrific o'er the steep ! 

Bristling with spears, and bright with bumish'd 
shields. 

The* embattled legions stretch their long array ; 
Discord's red torch, as fierce she scours the fields, 

With bloody tincture stains the face of day. 

And now the hosts in silence wait the sign : 
' How keen their looks whom Liberty inspires ! 
Quick as the goddess darts along the line, 
Eaah breast impatieiil b\ur^ -^V^^ w^^c^&^^^a. 
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Her form how graceful ! In her lofty mien 
The smiles of Love stem Wisdom's frown con- 
trol; 
Her fearless eye, determined though serene, 
Speaks the great purpose, and the* unconquer'd 
soul. 

Mark, where Ambition leads the adverse band. 
Each feature fierce and haggard as with pain ! 

With menace loud he cries, while from his hand 
He vainly strives to wipe the crimson stain. 

Lo, at his call, impetuous as the storms. 
Headlong to deeds of death Uie hosts are driven : 

Hatred, to madness wrought, each face deforms, 
Mounts the black whirlwind, and involves the 
heaven. 

Now, Virtue, now thy powerful succour lend, 
Shield them for Liberty who dare to die — 

Ah, Liberty ! will none Ay cause befriend ! 
Are these thy sons, thy generous sons, that fly ! 

Not Virtue's self, when Heaven its aid denies. 
Can brace the loosen'd nerves, or warm the 
heart; 

Not Virtue's self can still the burst of sighs. 
When festers in the soul Misfortune's dart. 

See, where by heaven-bred terror all dismay'd 
The scattering legions pour along the plain, 

Ambition's car with bloody spoils array'd 

Hews its broad way^ as Vengeance ^V^eti ^^ 
rein. 
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Bat 1^ ig Im tkaly I7 jM kmir took 

WiA woods o'oitaag aad pndfiMO nido^ 
Abondott'd lid, — dwith ondMirted look 




Ah, JBratiii! ener tUne bo ▼irtae'i teas! 

ho, his dim eyes to liberty he tons. 
As scaiee sapported on her brdMii qpeor 

O'er her expiring sea tiie goddess moons. 

Lpose to the wind her asiDo pMffiOe iiesy 
From her djsjievel'dlodcs she nods the plwoe; 

No lustre lightens in her weeping oyos» 
And 00 her tew-stsio'd e^eek np vooei UoqoL 

MemwhUe tttt woild, AnAKloo, owns iSttj tfnsj^ 
Fsne's loudest tnunpet laboors in thy ffiisftj 

For tiiee tiie Mofo awakes her sweetest li^^- 
And Flattery bids for thee her altais blaae. 

Nor in lifols lofty bustling S|4^«re alone, [folli 
The sphere where monarchs and whm hmes 

Sink Virtue's sons beneath Misfortnne's firow9» 
While OoUfs thrill'd bosm leaps aPleaame'i 
smile; 

Full oft, where Solitude and Silence dwell. 
Far, far remote amid the lowly plain. 

Resounds tiie Toice of Woe from Virtue's cell. 
Such is man's doom, and Pity weeps in vain. 

Still grief recoils — How yainly haye I strove 
Thy power, O Melancholy, to withstand I 

Tired I submit; but yet, O, yet remove, 
Or eiifa the jH^essure of tiiy heavy hand* 

- ^^'^ ^'^Sai^^ ^ <tMerii)tfoii giTCB by Flatvdi, w«i 
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Yet for awhile let the bewUder'd soul 

Find in society relief from woe ; 
O, yield awhile to Friendship's soft control ; 

Some respite, Friendship, wilt thou not bestow ! 

Come then, Philander ! for thy lofty mind 
Looks down from far on all that charms the 
great ; 
For thou canst bear, unshaken and resigned, 
The brightest sxniles, the blackest frowns of 
Fate: 

Come thou, whose love unlimited, sincere, 
Nor faction cools, nor injury destroys ; 

Who lend'st to Misery's moans a pitying ear. 
And feel'st with ecstasy another's joys*: 

Who know'st man's frailty ; with a favouring eye 
And melting heart, behold'st a brother's fall; 

Who, unenslaved by custom's narrow tie. 
With manly freedom follow'st reason's call. 

And bring thy Delia, softly smiling fair, 
Whose spotless soul no sordid thoughts deform ; 

Her accents mild would still each throbbing care. 
And harmonize the thunder of the storm : 

Though bless'd with wisdom, and with wit refined> 
She courts not homage, nor desires to shine ; 

In her each sentiment sublime is join'd 
To female sweetness and a form divine. 

Come, and dispel the deep surroundiqg. shade : 
Let chasten'd mirth the social hours employ ; 

O, catch the swift wing'd hour before 'tia tled^ 
On swiftest pinion flies thie hour of ^o^« 
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E'en while the careless clisencumber'd soul 
Bissolying sinks to Joy's oblivious dream, 

E'en then to Time's tremendous verge we roll 
With haste impetuous down life's surgy stream. 

Can Gaiety the vanish 'd years restore, 

Or on the withering limbs fresh beauty shed, 

Or soothe the sad inevitable hour, 

Or cheer the dark, dark mansions of the dead? 

Still sounds the solemn knell in Fancy's ear, 
That call'd Cleora to the silent tomb ; 

To her how jocund roU'd the sprightly year ! 
How shone the nymph in beautjr's brightest 
bloom I 

Ah ! Beauty's bloom avails not in the grave. 
Youth's lofty mien, nor age's awful grace ; 
Moulder unknown the. monarch and the slave^ 
> Whelm'd in the' enormous wreck of human race; 

The thought-fix'd portraiture, the breathing bust, 
The arch with proud memorials array'd. 

The longlived pyramid shall sink in dust 
To dumb oblivion's ever desert shade. 

Fancy from comfort wanders still astray. 
Ah Melancholy ! how I feel thy power ! 

Long have I labour'd to elude thy sway! 
But 'tis enough, for I resist no more. 

The traveller thus, that o'er the midnight-waste 
Through many a lonesome path is doom'd to 
roam, 

Wilder'd and weary sits him down at last ; 
For long the night, and distant far his home. 
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■ 

TO WISDOM. 

O Wisdom ! not to thee the song of praise 
I wake triumphant, or the votive strain ; 

My spirit sinks — my strength, my life decays— 
To thee my heart would sorrow and complain. 

Didst thou not win ftiy childhood's giddy years. 
Till well the hornbook task, the sacred lay, 

Tlie tale I learn'd, by others conn'd with tears, 
And right could spell the column's long array : 

'Till mid her rosy school the learned dame, 
Caird me in favour near her wheel to stand ; 

Oft shared her sway, as earlier evenings came, 
And bade me lisping teach her lisping band ? 

Didst thou not charm my step with kindliest smile, 
New worlds of growing labour to etplore ; 

Teach me on ciphers ciphers high to pile. 

Wake my young pride, and lure me to tiiy lore? 

My boyish mind in trance enraptured hold 
Mid heroes — giants — all that wondrous seem'd, 

The hermit, sailor, and the outlaw bold. 

While eastern genii through my slumbers 
gleam'd ? 

And rude I deem'd, and all unfit to please. 
Each thoughtless pastime of the youthful day ; 

To guide the skiff, and lean along the breeze. 
The gleaning covey's whirring flight to stay ; 

With hound and horn to cheer the woodland's side. 
And catch each bliss to bounding vigour known. 

Or skim with mimic fly the mountain tide. 
That silvery eddiea round the Vioarj aVon^* 
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E'en mid my schoolmates on the sunny plain, 
Oft when their earnest sports I seem*d to share, 

How have I leam'd with meditating pain. 
The morrow's task in secret to prepare. 

Didst thou not touch with fire my grairer mind, 
And nature's mysteries promise to unfold ; 

And cheer me while I toil*d^ thee resign'd, 
Through all the sage had taught, the scholar 
told? 

Didst thou ^ot whisper dreams of deathless fame^ 
Of matcl^ess bliss bestow'd by thee alone ; 

Of grateful ages and the loud acclaim 

Of friendSjWho in my triumphs felt their own? — 

Oh ! with what rapture as thy guidance led 
Through thy fresh landscapes did my steps 
pursue ; 

Bright flowers and prospects fair before me spread, 
And still I onward pressed, still ardent flew. 

Why, Wisdom, dimmer glows thy angel form, 
Less beauteous why thy flowers and land- 
scapes all; 
Less gay thy prospects, and thy skies less warm, 
And why these chilling glooms that round me 
fall? 

Where is thy bliss — ^thy fame — thy mysteries 
where? 
— ^Thee while I follow, Time already, see. 
Has touch'd with blighting hand my auburn hair. 
And smilea contemptuoua '?r\ico.\ v^&dlX. \ft ^Qhsfc, 
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—Oh carol as thou goest, thou Tillage hind ! 

And whistle as thou break'st the furrow'd plain ; 
Gay is thy heart, for vacant is thy mind, 

Not thine the thoughts that labouring mourn' 
in vain. 

Ye, too, who sport in pleasure*s rosy ray. 
Who mock the student and his griefs despise. 

To me all maniac seem'd your frolics gay ; 
Yet bless'd your madness, and your folly wise. 

Can learning's toil the Eternal Cause reveal, 
Say why thus mix'd our virtues and our doom, 

Teach what the powers within that think and feel, 
Or tell the shuddering secrets of the tomb? 

These splendid wonders and these mysteries high, 
Arfe these for reasoning man too poOT a theme ? 

Can helpless nature cast on these her eye, 
And long not, sigh not for a brighter beam ? 

Ye glittering stars, that while to heaven I raise 
My thoughts, in wilder'd musings lost — de- 
«troy*d — 

Ye glittering stars, that meet my lonely gaze. 
In careless grandeur scattered o'er ^e void; 

Ye worlds on worlds, that silent and serene,' 
Seem nought of trouble or of pain to know ; 

Oh dwells there aught witUu your distant scene, 
Aught that can think and feel, like man below? 

Ye spirits, that, secure from earthly woes. 
Far through yon azure realms in rapture speed ; 

Or soar where full the living glory flows, 

And h]rmn at heaven's high throne VW e<^<&\:^vc; 
joeed; 

VOL, IV, 2 Q 
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By heaYen's own influence bless'd, inforni*d^ ia- 
spired. 

On human reasonings darken'd and forlorn, 
On minds, like mine, by endless mazes tired. 

Oh look ye down in pity or in scorn? 

Eternal. Being ; thou that midst the blaze 
Of seraph hosts — ^what sudden tremors chill t 

Oh ! lift not up, my soul, thy venturous gaze, 
Down — sink into thyself — be mute — ^be still. 

SMYTH. 



TO WISDOM. 



Beside this russet heath, this forest drear, 
That strews with yellow leaves the moistened 
plain ; [here 

Here, where the green path winds, ah Wisdom ! 
Did once my darling lyre to thee complain. 

Soft was the midnight air that soothed my frame ; 

In thought severe had passed the studious day ; 
Cold paused the spirits, and the etherial flame 

In dim and languid musings died away. 

Calm, silent all — I seem'd with step forlorn 
Singly to wander on a desert world ; 

I started when the bird first hail'd the mom. 
That wide had now his reddening clouds un- 
furl'd. 

Returning seasons since have pass'd away ; 

Oft has the spring with violets deck'd the vale. 
The bee oft humm'd along the summer day, 
And the lake darkened *m Vkfe ^VnNrs %^%. 
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In youth's bright mom how boldly on the mind 
Rise the wild forms of thought in colours new ; 

Tis time, and time alone, whose skill refined 
The picture slowly gives to nature true. 

Thee, Wisdom, could I chide, thy gifts decry ! 

Turn from thy bliss by restless ardour fired ! 
How like these idle leaves that withered lie. 

Seem now the fancies that my soul inspired ! 

Who smile at fortune and who conquer «pain? 
Whose is the world in fame's bright vision 
shovm? 
Who wake the' unconscious mind, the barren plain, 
And wield great nature's strength from reason's 
throne ? 

If thy bless'd votaries mourn, oh, where shall end 
Man's wayward sorrows, and his wishes blind ; 

If from thy sacred paths his steps he bend. 
What rest, what refuge shall his wanderings find? 

Not like tfife sage my daring mind I wing 
Aloft to bear the ensigns of thy power ; 

Yet, Wisdom, come, and all thy pleasures bring 
To bless the silence of my lonely hour. 

Come, to my chasten'd mind thy realms reveal 
(The glinmiering path, the thorny maze I leave), 

Calm realms, where life a modest bliss may steals 
Nor reason toil in vain nor hope deceive. 

Scare thou the finer dreams that idly please ; i 
Oh let not studious pride its strength abuse. 

Nor lofty indolence in selfish ease, 
I9 passive. tboughtf the goldeiLmom«;ii\&V»Mi« 
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When roams the mind to worldB in darimeas doied| 
When sinks the humbled heart, and sighs to 
thee; 

Tell thpu of manly faith on God reposed, 

And Hope shall picture what thou canst not see. 

SMYTH. 



THE FATE OF SENSIBILITY. 



Fatis contraria fata rependeos. Virg, 




O THOU, of Nature's mental works the pride ! 

Made of a finer dust, with nicer art ! : 

In whose etherial thrilling frame reside 

The lively fancy and the feeling heart! 

Doubtful or to lament or hail thy doom, 
. The Muse, prophetic, marks thy bosom's glow: 
She sees the Fates surround the mystic loom; 
They weave thee transports keen and pungent 
woe. 

Aoxious, she hovers o'er the web the while. 
Reads, as it grows, thy figured story there : 

Now she explains the texture with a smile, 
And now the woof interprets with a tear. 

Thine is the eye, in earth and air and sea, 

All, or sublime or fair, that finds and feels ! 
AU Nature's glories, all her charms to ti^ee 
(Concealed from othe»)T?w^ai^ft«^«!^^««^^- 
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For thee the dawn's fine rose-suffusion glows ; 

For thee the purple cloud of eyening shines ; 
Flushing, for thee, the vernal blossom blows ; 

Yellowing, for thee, the sickly year declines. 

*n& thine to draw refined and rich delight 
Or from the shaggy wild or cultured plain; 

Heaven's smiling beams or shoots of angry light; 
The' expansive peace or tumult of the main. 

Thine are the sprightly scenes of laughing day; 

Thine awful midnight's solemn starry hour ; 
Thine the fresh dome on glossy pillars gay ; 

And thine the ivy-vested mouldering tower. 

To please thine ear soft notes the linnet pours ; 

And, with grand peal, the deep toned thunder 
rolls; 
The streamlet murmurs, and the torrent roaxs ; 

The zephyr whispers, and the tempest howls. 

From each or lofty or mellifluous sound. 

Each fair or awful form that strikes the sight. 

In Art's wide sphere or Nature's ample round, 
^Tis thine to draw refined and rich delight. . 

Thine is the eye that with sweet fury rolls 
O'er the bright page where heroes shine again ! 

Where the great energies of virtuous souls 
Repeat their glorious scorn of Death and Pain ! 

By Vice's side when Virtue's form is shown ; 

When bold she struggles with a heat divine ; 
Or on her victor looks superior dowii\ 

TJime IB the page! the glowixig \etl \% V^axL^^ 
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Nor thy bold joys can Nature's self confine : 
At Fancy's fiat, lo ! new worlds appear ! 

Fine airy sounds, light airy forms are thine ; ' 
Sacred from Tulgar eye and Tulgar ear. 

Each shade of bliss thou own'st — to thee belongs 
The sweet depression of the pensive hour ; 

Soft sighs that please more than or festive songs. 
Triumph's loud shout, or riof s wild uproar. 

Bless'd is thy commerce with a kindred mind ! 

All social charms to' enrich the hour unite ! 
Friendship's pure efSuence, feast of taste refined. 

The forte of reason, and the play of wit! 

Shouldst thou, thy fund of softer soul to prove, ■ 
Find Beauty's seal impress'd on Virtue's shrine; 

And should the brilliant eye that lights thy love 
On thy young hopes let fall a ray benign ; 

Then shalt thou throw around the earth thine eye, 
Nor aught that wakes thy faintest envy see ; * 

But, pitying all beneath this ample sky. 

Deem the wide world of bliss compress'd in thee ! 

Fair, in thy field of life, these joys appear : 
Ah ! that unmix'd the lovely harvest grew! 

But Nature, when she sow'd rich transports there, 
Forth from her hands the seeds of anguish threw. 

Lo ! in her cave grim Want awaits her prey ! 

Her frolic prey that now no evil heeds : 
Sportful in gay Profusion's flowery way, 

And thoughtless whither each nsh footstep 
ieadfl. 
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The Muses' sons no knee to Mamipon bend ; 

No smiles from Mammon bless the Muses' train : 
Tis seldom Fortune's rays with Fancy's blend; 

111 suit the arts of song with arts of gain ! 

Each pulse for costly transport beating high ; 

Nor knowing on Distress to close thy door; 
Won by each siren note and plaintive sigh ; 

Howe'er it swell'd, full soon shall melt thy store ! 

Then should not forward eager Friendship seek 
Thy coy despair, resolved thine head to raise, 

Fast fades thine eye, and swiftly wastes thy cheek, 
And Woe's last friend her beckon soon obeys! 

Silent thou lay'st thee down, resigned to die ; 

Aid, but of Death, too stately to implore : 
No hand of thine, proud sufferer, e'er shall try 

Want's faint and fearful knock at Grandeur'i 
door. 

If ills like these, from thy warm heedless youth. 
With watchful shield, thy guardian Genius ward ; 

Thy social tenderness, thy social truth, 
Ah ! who from social agonies shall guard? 

All pale, I view thee, hanging o'er the bed, 
Where he thou long hast valued breathless lies ! 

To wake the dust thou wilt not know is dead, 
Thy frantic grief with wildest effort tries ! 

The venom'd tooth that honied lips conceal. 
Which wounds each breast that takes the ser- 
pent in. 
Whose cruel bite even torpid bosoms feel. 

Oh! the keen torment it bhall dart thxo^%^ 
thine! 
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But chiefly shall thy throbbing bosom prore 
How Torture's ynltares hearts l&e thine can 
tear, 

If she, -whose powerful charms haye w<m thy love, 
Prove unpropitious to thy gentle prayer! 

Or should the faithless sunshine of her eye 
Lure tender hope its timid bud to show^ 

Soon to shrink back from cold inconstancy^ 
By chill inclement frowns forbid to blow ; 

Or, foe of love, should some malignant star 
Thy mistress, kind in vain and vainly tme^ 

From thine extended arms for ever bar^ 

And with relentless hate your loves pursoe; 

. Then, nor shall various scene, nor lonely sighfy 
Nor Friendship's tongue, nor Wif s nor Wii' 
dom's page. 
Nor all the charm the heavenly Muse supplies. 
Thy breast's tempestuous sorrows soon asfloage ! 

For thee, quick kindling at each fairer beam. 
To whom the glowing burning soul is giviaiy 

For thee, all trembling in each dire extreme, 
Love has no mean — 'tis madness or 'tis heaven! 

But, oh I whate'er the louring cloud of woe 
That veils life's beauteous sunshine from thy 
sight, 

Though stem Adversity around thee throw 
The deepest shadows of her tragic night; 

In Horror's blackest hour, the hand restrain. 
Wild service that would yield to mad Despair, 

The pointed steel with impious purple stain, 
Or for death-thirsty lips the draught prepare. 

k 
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PART VIII. 



JiftmiotfUs, JFuiurcal dEUgics, anH <!Epitap|Hi* 



LYCIDAS. 



IB this MoDody the antbor bewails a learned flrlead *, iraforta> 
nateJy drowned in bis passafe from Chester on the Irish 
seas, 16ST : and by occasion foreteJls the ruin of oar cor- 
mpCed clergy, then in their height. 



Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once moie, 

Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never sere, 

I come to pluck your berries harsh and crude ; 

And, with forced fingers rude. 

Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year : 

Bitter constraint and sad occasion dear 

Compels me to disturb your season due ; 

• Edward King, Esq. the son of Sir John King, knight, 
■ecretary for Ireland. He was sailing from Chester to Irennd, 
tm a visit to his friends in that coaniry, >»hen incaini weather, 
not ftir from the English coast, the snip struck upon a rock> 
and suddenly sank to the bottom with all that were on boastd^ 
Ao>rosi 10, 1637, Mr, Kiog was a feUow ot CV»S9i»!% V.«j&«v^> 

YOL, IV. C C 
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For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime. 
Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer: 
Who would not sing for Lycidas ? He knew 
Himself to sing, and baild the lofty rhyme. 
He must not float npon his watery bier 
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind, 
Without the meed of some melodious tear. 

Begin then, Sisters of the sacred well, 
That from beneath the seat of Jove doth spring; 
Begin, and somewhat loudly sweep the string. 
Hence with denial vain, and coy excuse : 
So may some gentle Muse 
With lucky words favour my destined urn ; 
And, as he passes, turn. 
And bid fair peace be to my sable shroud. 
For we were nursed upon the selfsame hill, 
Fed the same flock by fountadn, shade, and rill; 
Together both, ere the high lawns appeared 
Under the opening eyelids of the morn, 
We drove afield, and both together heard 
What time the gray-fly winds her sultry horn, 
Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of night. 
Oft till the star that rose at evening bright 
Toward heaven's descent had sloped his wester- 
ing wheel. 
Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute 
Temper'd to the' oaten flute ; 
Rough Satyrs danced, and Fauns with cloven heel 
From the glad sound would not be absent long ; 
And old Danioetas loved to hear our song. 

But, O the heavy change, now thou art gone, 
Now thou art gone, and never must return ! 
Thee^ Shepherd, thee the woods and desert caves, 



^ 
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With wild thyme and the gadding vine overgrown, 

And all their echoes mourn : 

The willows and the hazel copses green 

Shidl now no more be seen 

Fanning their joyous leaves to thy soft lays. 

As killing as the canker to the rose, 

Or taint-worm to the weanling-herds that graze, 

Or frost to flowers, that their gay wardrobe wear. 

When first the white thorn blows ; 

Such, Lycidas, thy loss to shepherds' ear. 

Where were ye, Nymphs, when the remorseless 
deep 
Clo0^ o'er the head of your loved Lycidas? 
For neither were ye playing on the steep, 
Where your old bards, the famous Druids, lie. 
Nor on the shaggy top of Mona* high, 
Nor yet where Dera t spreads her wizajd stream : 
Ay me ! I fondly dream ! [done ? 

Had ye been there — for what could that have 
What could the Muse herself that Orpheus bore, 
The Muse herself, for her enchanting son, 
Whom universal Nature did lament, 
When, by the rout that made the hideous roar. 
His gory \isage down the stream was sent, 
Down the swift Hebrus to the Lesbian shore? 

Alas ! what boots it with incessant care 
To tend the homely slighted shepherd's trade, 
And strictly meditate the thankless Muse? 
Were it not better done, as others use, 

• The Isles of Anglesey and of Man have both shared this 
tUle. 

t The river Dee ; the ancient boondary between T^ngland 
and Wale*. 
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To 9pmt witik AmotUIb ii tte Omde, 

Or witli tiie tengleB of Nemi'ii hairt 

Fune is tiie spur tfait the tAext spirit dofli raise 

(Tluit last infmity of noble mind) 

To seam delighto^ aad U^e laborious days ; 

Bat the lair guerdon when we hope to ind, 

Aad think to baret out into sndden blaze, 

CoaMS the blind Fury with the' abhorred shears, 

Aad slits the thin-spnn life. * But not the pnuse/ 

Phopbas replied, and toach*d my trembling ears; 

*■ Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil, 

Nor in the glistering foil, 

Set off to* the world, nor in broad rumour lies; 

Bat lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes, 

And perfect witness of all-judging Joye ; 

As he pronounces lastly on each deed, 

Of so much £une in heaTen expect thy meed.' 

O fountain Arethuse, and thou honoured flood, 
Smooth-eliding Mincius*, crown'd with vocal 

reeds. 
That strain I heard was of a higher mood ! 
But now my oat proceeds, 
And listens to the herald of the sea 
That came in Neptune's plea ; 
He ask'd the waves, and ask'd the felon winds, 
What hard mishap hath doom*d this gentle swain? 
And question'd every gust of rugged wings 
That blows from off each beaked promontory : 
They knew not of his story ; 
And sage Hippotades t their answer brings, 
That not a blast was from his dungeon stray'd ; 

* A river of Veneli*, on whoie banki VirgU vtm hem. 
t JMns, the son of Hippotas. 
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The air was calm, and on the leyel brine 
Sleek Panope * with all her sisters play'd. 
It was that fatal and perfidious bark, 
Built in the' eclipse, and rigg'd with curses dark, 
Hutt sunk so low that sacred head of thine. 

Next Camus, reverend sire, went footing slow. 
His mantle hairy, and his bonnet sedge. 
Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge 
Like to that sanguine flower inscribed with woe. 

* Ah ! who hath reft (quoth he) my dearestpledge V 
Last came, and last did go, 

The pilot t of the Galilean lake; 

Two massy keys he bore, of metals twain 

2 lie golden qpes, the iron shuts amain), 
e shook his mitred locks, and stem bespake : 

* How well could I have spared for thee, young 
Enow of such as for their bellies' sake [swain, 
Creep and intrude and climb into the, fold ? 

Of other care they little reckoning make 
Than how to scramble at the shearer's feast, 
And shove away the worthy bidden guest ; 
Blind mouths ! that scarce themselves know how 

to hold 
A sheephook, or have learned aught else the least 
Th»t to the faithful herdman's art belongs ! [sped ; 
What recks it them? What need they? They are 
And, when they list, their lean and flashy songa 
Orate on their scrannel pipes of vnretched straw; 
The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed. 
But, swoln with wind and the rank mist they draw, 

* One ofthe Nereides, who wm commonly invoked by nMui- 
nert in ttorms. 

1 StttH Peitr. 
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Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread: 
Besides what the grim wolf with privy paw 
Daily devours apace, and nothing said : 
Bat that twohanded engine at the door 
Stands ready to smite once, and smite no moie.' 

Return, Alpheus, the dread voice is passed 
That shrunk thy streams ; return, Sicilian Mnsf)^ 
Aod call the vales, and bid them hither cast 
Their bells, and flowerets of a thousand hues. 
Ye valleys low, where the mild whispers use 
Of shades and wanton winds and gushing bnMdn, 
On whose fresh lap the swartstar sparely looks; 
Throw hither all your quaint enameFd eyes. 
That on the green turf suck the honied showers, 
And purple all the ground with vernal flowers. 
Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies. 
The tufted crow-toe, and pale jessamine. 
The white pink, and the pansy freak'd with jet. 
The glowing violet. 

The musk rose, and the well attired woodbine. 
With cowslips wan that hang the pensive head, 
And every flower that sad embroidery wears: 
Bid amaranthus all his beauty shed, 
And daffadillies fill their cups with tears, 
To strew the laureate herse where Lycid lies. 
For so, to interpose a little ease, 
Let our frail thoughts dally with false surmise; 
Ay me ! whilst thee the shores and sounding seas 
Wash far away, where'er thy bones are hurl'd. 
Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides, 
Where thou perhaps, under the whelming tide, 
Visitest the bottom of the monstrous world ; 
Or whedier thou, to our moist vows 
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Sleep'st by the fable of Bellerus * old, 
Where the great Vision of the guarded Mount t 
Looks toward Namancos^ and Bayona's hold; 
Look homeward, angel, now, and melt with ruth : 
Andy O ye dolphins, waft the hapless youth. 

Weep no more, woful shepherds, weep no more, 
For Lycidas your sorrow is not dead. 
Sank though he be beneath the watery floor ; 
So sinks the daystar in the ocean bed. 
And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 
And tricks his beams, and with new spangled ore 
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky : 
So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high, [waves ; 
Through the dear might of Him § that wsdkM the 
Where, other groves and other streams along, 
With nectar pure his oozy locks he laves. 
And hears the unexpressive nuptial song. 
In the bless*d kingdoms meek of joy and love. 
There entertain him all the saints above. 
In solemn troops and sweet societies. 
That sing and, singing, in their glory move. 
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
Now, Lycidas, the shepherds weep no more ; 
Henceforth thou art the Genius of the shore, 

* A Coraidi giant. 

t Mount St. Michael ; not far from the Land's End in Corn- 
wallf whence at k>w water it is accessible. The guarded monot, 
sayt Mr. Warton, is simply \ht fortified moanti and the rremt 
vuwn is the flunoas apparition of St. Michael, who is said to 
have appeared on the top of the monnt, and to have directed 
a church to be built there. 

t Or Nnmantia ; a town of Old Castile, once highly cele- 
brated in the Spanish history. Todd, 

$ A deicription of our Saviour. 
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In tky large reconqMiuie, and ahalt be good 
To all that wander in that perilona flood* 

Thug sang the uncouth swain to the* oaloi and 
rillSy 
While the still mom went oat with sandals graj; 
He touch'd the tender stops of varions qnills. 
With eager thought warbling his Doric lay: 
And now the sun had stretch'd out all tiie hiHs, 
And now was dropped into the western bay ; 
At last he rose, and twitch'd his mantle blue : 
To-morrow to fresh woods and pastures new. 



ON THE 

B&ATH OF MR. WILLIAM HERVEY. 

Immodtcis brevit est setas, et ran Mnectiu. Mart, 



It was a dismal and a fearful night, [light, 

Scarce could the morn drive on the* unwilling 
When sleep, death's image, left my troubled breast, 

By something liker death possessed. 
My eyes with tears did uncommanded flow, 

And on my soul hung the dull weight x 

Of some intolerable fate. 
What bell was that? ah nte! too much I know. 

My- sweet companion, and my gentle peer. 
Why hast thou left me thus unkindly here, 
Thy end for ever and my life to moan? 
O, thou hast left me aW. «loi^^X 
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Thy soul and body, when Death's agony 
Besieged around thy noble heart, 
Did not. -with more reluctance part 

Than I, my dearest friend ! do part from thee. 

My dearest friend, would I had died for thee ! 
I4fe and this world henceforth will tedious be. 
Nor shall I know hereafter what to do, 

If once my griefs prove tedious too. 
Silent and sad I walk about all day; 

As sullen ghosts stalk speechless by 

Where their hid treasures lie ; 
Alas! my treasure's gone! why do I stayf 

He was my friend, the truest friend oj; earth ; 
A strong and mighty influence join'd our birth ; 
Nor did we enyy the most sounding name 

By friendship given of old to fame. 
N<me but his brethren he and sisters knew, 

Whom the kind youth preferred to me ; 

And even in that we did agree, 
For much above myself I loved them too. 

Say, for you saw us, ye immortal lights, 
How oft unweai^d have we spent the nights. 
Till the Ledaean stars, so famed for love, 

Wonder'd at us from above! 
We spent them not in toys, in lusts, or wine; 

But search of deep Philosophy, 

Wit, Eloquence, and Poetry, 
Arts which I loved, for they, my friend, were thine^ 

Ye fields of Cambridge, our dear Cambridge, say, 
Have ye not seen us walking every day ? 
Was there a tree about which did not know 
The lore jbetwixt UB two? 

V£fL. IV. I> i> 
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Henceforth, ye gentle trees, for ever fade ; 
Or your sad branches thicker join, 
And into darksome shades combine. 

Dark as the grave wherein my friend is laid! 

Henceforth, no learned youths beneath yon sing) 
Till all the tuneful birds to' your boughs they bring; 
No tuneful birds play with their wonted cheer, 

And call the learned youths to hear ; 
No whistling winds through the glcZd branches fly : 

But all, with sad solemnity, 

Mute and unmoved be, 
Mute as the grave wherein my friend does lie. 

To him mx^Muse made haste with every strain. 
Whilst it was new and warm yet from the brain: 
He loved my worthless rhymes, and, like a friend, 

Would find out something to commend. 
Hence now, my Muse ! thou canst not me delight: 

Be this my latest verse. 

With which I now adorn his hearse ; 
And this my grief, without thy help, shall write. 

Had I a wreath of bays about my brow, 

I should contemn that flourishing honour now ; 

Condemn it to the fire, and joy to hear 
It rage and crackle there. 

Instead of bays, crown with sad cypress me ; 
Cypress, which tombs does beautify : 
Not Phoebus grieved, so much as I, 

For him who first was made that mournful tree. 

Large was his soul ; as large a soul as e'er 
Submitted to inform a body here ; 
High as the place 'twas shortly in heaven to have. 
But low and bumble as his grave : 
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So high, that all the Virtues there did come, 

As to their chiefest seat 

Conspicuous and great; 
So low, that for me too it made a room. 

He scom'd this busy world below, and all 
That we, mistaken mortals ! . pleasure call ; 
Was fiird with innocent gallantry and truth. 

Triumphant o'er the sins of youth. 
He, like the stars, to which he now is gone, 

That shine with beams like flame. 

Yet bum not with the same. 
Had all the light of youth, of the fire none. 

Knowledge he only sought, and so soon caught, 
As if for him Knowledge had rather sought: 
Nor did more learning ever crowded lie ' 

In such a short mortality. 
Whene'er the skilful youth discoursed or writ. 

Still did the notions throng 

About his eloquent tongue. 
Nor could his ink flow faster than his wit. 

So strong a wit did Nature to him frame 

As all things but his judgment overcame ; 

His judgment like the heavenly moon did show, 

Tempering that mighty sea below. 
Oh ! hadhe lived in Learning's world, what bound 

Would have been able to control 

His overpowering soul ! 
We' have lost in him arts that not yet are found. 

His mirth was the pure spirits of various wit. 
Yet never did his God or friends forget; 
And, when deep talk and wisdon came in view. 
Retired, and gave to them their due : 




iM BKiurrmitAcis. r 

For tke »& kelp of bosks lie ahnnri took, 
Thosgk his own sesreking aiMl before 
Was so with notioiis w rilico o'er 

As if wise Natore had siade that ker book. 

So many Tirtnes join'd in kiB^ as we 

Can scarce pick here asd there ia kistocj; 

More than old writers' practioe e'er could reach ; 
As much as they ooold e«ier teach* 

These did Religion, queen of Tirtnes! sway ; 
And all their sacred nmtions steer, 
Jost like the first and highest sphere. 

Which wheels about, and tnms all heaTCBone war. 

With as nrach zeal, derotion, piety. 
He always lired, as other saints do die. 
Still with his soal severe account he kept. 

Weeping all debts oat ere he slept: 
Then down in peace and innocence he lay. 

Like the sun's laboiions light, 

Which still in water sets at night. 
Unsullied with his journey of tiie day. 

Wondrousyoung man ! why wertthoomade so good, 
To be snatch'd hence ere better nnderstDod f 
Snatch'd before half of thee enough was seen ! 

Thou ripe, and yet thy life but green ! 
Nor could thy friends take their last sad inrewell ; 

But danger and infectious death 

Maliciously seized on that breath 
Where life, spirit, pleasure always used to dwell. 

But happy thou, ta'en from this frantfc age, 
Where ignorance and hypocrisy does rage ! 
A fitter time ftr heaven no soul ere tthose. 
The plaoe BOW 01^ free fr«« AQie« 
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There 'mong the bless'd thou dost foir ever shine. 
And wheresoe'er thou casf st thy view, 
Upon that white and radiant crew, 

Seest not a soul clothed with more light than thibe; 

And, if the glorious saints cease not to know 
Their wretched friends who fight with life beloW) 
Thy flame to me does still the same abide. 

Only more pure and rarefied. 
There, whilst immortal hymns thou dost rehearse, 

Thou dost with holy pity see 

Our dull and earthly poesy, 
Where grief and misery can be join'd with verse. 

COWLEY. 



MUSiEUS*. 
% i^imoliQ, to ^t i^temorif of J^tr. ^ope» 

IN IMITATION OF MILTON'S LYCIDAS. 

Sorrowing I catch the reed, and oall the Muse ; 
If yet a Muse on Britain's plain abide, 
Since rapt Mnsaeus tuned his parting strain : 
With him they lived, with him perchance tiiey died. 
For who e'er since their virgin charms espied,^ 
Or on the banks of Thames, or met their train 
Where Isis. sparkles to the sunny ray ? 
Or have they deign'd to play 
Where Camus winds along his broider'd vale. 
Feeding each blue bell pale, and daisy pied. 
That fling their fragrance round his rushy sider? 

* Mr. Popedtcd in the year 1744; this poem was then writ" 
ieoi iad inHlMlill irit in tin year 1^47* 
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Yet ah! ye are not dead, Celestial Maids; 
Immortal as ye are, ye may not die : 
Nor is it meet ye fly these pensive glades. 
Ere round his laureate hearse ye heave the sigh. 
Stay then a w^hile, oh stay, ye fleeting fair; 
Revisit yet, nor hallovir'd Hippocrene, 
Nor Thespiae's grove ; till with hprmonions teen 
Ye soothe his shade, and slov^ly dittied air. 
Such tribute pour'd, again ye may repair 
To vrhat loved haunt ye w^hilom did elect; 
Whether Lycaeus, or that mountain fair. 
Trim Maenalus, with piny verdure deck'd. 
But now it boots ye not in these to stray. 
Or yet Cyllene's hoary shade to choose. 
Or where mild Ladon's welling waters play. 
Forego each vain excuse, [join 

And haste to Thames's shores ; for Thames shall 
O^r sad society, and passing mourn, 
The tears fast trickling o'er his silver urn. 
And, when the Poet*s widow'd grot he laves. 
His reed-crown'd locks shall shake, his head 

shall bow, 
His tide no more in eddies blithe shall rove, 
But creep soft by with long drawn murmurs slow. 
For oft the mighty- master roused his waves 
With martial notes, or lull'd with strain of love : 
He must not now in brisk meanders flow 
Gamesome, and kiss the sadly silent shore, 
Without the loan of some poetic woe. 

Say first, Sicilian Muse, 
For, with thy sisters thou didst weeping stand 
In silent circle at the solemn scene, [wandl. 

When Death approach'd and waved his ebon 
Say how each laurel droop' d. \\a ^«VdMies^%^E!^««cA 
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H0W9 in yon grot, each silver trickling spring 
Wander'd the shelly channels all among ; 
While as the coral roof did softly ring 
Responsive to their sweetly doleful song? 
Meanwhile all pale the' expiring Poet laid. 
And sunk his avdul head, 
While vocal shadows pleasing dreams prolong ; 
For so, his sickening spirits to release,, 
They pour'd the balm of visionary peace. 

First sent from Cam's fair banks, like palmer 
old. 
Came Tit3rrus * slow, with head all silvered o'er. 
And in his hand an oaken crook he bore. 
And thns in antique guise short talk did bold : 
* Grete clerk of Fame' is house, whose excellence 
Maie wele befitt thilk place of eminence, 
Mickle of wele betide thy houres last, 
For mich gode wirk^ to me don and past. 
For syn the diiys whereas my lyre ben strongen, 
And deftly many a mery laie I songen. 
Old Time, which alle things don maliciously 
Gnawen with rusty tooth continually, 
Gnattrid my lines, that they all cancrid ben. 
Till at the last thou smoothen 'hem hast again; 
Sithence full semely gliden my rimes rude, 
As (if fitteth thilk similitude), 
Whann^ shallow brook yrenneth hobling on, 
Ovir rough stones it makith full rough song ; 
But, them stones removen, this lite rivere 
Stesdith forth by, making plesaunt murmere : 
So my sely rymes, whoso n\^y them note. 
Thou makist everichone to ren right sote ; 

• Tufyrttf, Ac] i, t. Chaacer, a name fT«<\x^xiV\^ #k?««a>&KBk 
tj Spea$er. 8f8hep, Cal. £c. ft, 6, 1%, and «\ift<<raa%. 
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And in tiby veise entunigt so fetisely. 
That men sayen I make trewe melody^ 
And speaken every dele to myne honoure. 
Mich wele, grete clerk, betide thy parting hooze !' 

He ceased his homely rhyme; 
When Colin Clout*, Eliza's shepherd swain. 
The blithest lad that ever piped on plain. 
Came with his reed soft warbling on the way. 
And thrice he boVd his head with motion mild. 
And thus his gliding numbers 'gan essay. 

' t Ah ! luckless swain, alas ! how art thou lorn, 
Who once like me couldst frame thy pipe to 

play 
Shepherd's devise, and chear the lingering morp : 
Ne bush, ne breere, but learnt thy roundels^. 

Ah plight too sore such worth to equal right ! 

Ah worth too high to meet such piteous plight ! 

* tint I nought strive, poor Colin, to compare 
My Bobbin's or my Thenof s rustic skill 
To thy deft swains', whose dapper ditties rare 
Surpassaughtelse of quaintest shepherd's quill. 
E'en Roman Tityrus, that peerless wight. 
Mote yield to thee for dainties of delight. 

' Eke when in Fable's flowery paths you stray'd, 
MaskingincunningfeintsTruth'ssplendent&ce; 
Ne Sylph, ne Sylphid, but due tendance paid, 
To shield Belinda's lock from felon base, 

ttooSb'oot^hiTworkJ: ^^^'^'* ^»»>c»> n*m« he Kiv<i8 himidf 
«^« of iK iiSfcSil^o*',"*.^"^^ Spense/osesin the lint 
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Bat all mote nought avail such harm to chM^ 
Then Una fair 'gan droop her princely mieiiy 
Eke Florimel j and all my faery race : 
Belinda far surpassed my beauties sheen, 
Belinda^ subject meet for such soft lay, I wees, - 

* Like as in village troop of birdlings trim, 
Where Chanticleer his red crest high doth hold. 
And quacking ducks, that wont in lake to swim, 
And turkeys proud, and pigeons nothing bold; 
If chance the peacock doth his plumes unfold, 
Eftsoons their meaner beauties all decaying. 
He glisteneth purple and he glisteneth gold. 
Now with bright green, now blue, himself ar- 
raying, [ing. 

Such is thy beauty bright, all other beauties swayr 

^ Bat why do I descant this toyisk rhyme, 
And fancies light in simple guise portray. 
Listing to cheer thee at this rueful time. 
While as black Death doth on thy heartstrings 

prey? 
Yet rede aright, and if this friendly lay 
Thou nathless judgest all too slight and vain. 
Let my well meaning mend my ill essay : 
So may I greet thee with a nobler strain. 
When soon we meet for aye in yon star-sprinkled 
plain/ 

Last came a bard of more majestic tread. 
And Thyrsis* hight by Dryad, Fawn, or Swain, 
Whenever he mingled with the shepherd train ; 

• Tf^tit kight.] i. e, MUton. Lyeidiu and the EmtoMam 
DamoHU are Uie only Pastorals we have of Milton « ; la Out 
latter of wbicb^ where he laments Car. Deodotus iqb!\«c Vbatwbm. 
of J?0mm, he eaiU idmulf Tl^tu* 

VOL, nr, ^ li 
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iliit 4ei(Uini rhKt: rbr liii^her thuiu^lB he frd; 
/•tr liim full iirt ihe )ieav««iiiy Muses Ustl 

V I Avnx Gupiimtea. .ind the :Mtcret muont, 
r I Vmhy .uicl Eilen, tratn^ont <.-limtfs ; 

Vll whirh the sticnMl biurri would oft recount : 
Viut diiia m stnun. unused in silvan shade, 
r<i Mui >fiiiii»iis rijfhtliil humane paid. 
- riiruu* iiail, ihuii Iiuavtiu-tau^ht warbler ! last 
.uid lie:it 

('n* .UL rhtf nr:uu! Poet, in whom conjuin'd 
VII rluic to ■■ar or !ie:irr i)r head could yield 

It.ipnin* ; harmonious, manly, clear, iubiime. 

V(*fi<pt tixia -.^ranilation : may it cheer 

rUy 4iakinir ioul : uor chew corporeal ills 

V ii;;iir liaunt thee, or appal. Sjiow, in hi^ heaTsn 
Fuue bloonu «*ti*nial o>r that spirit divine 

W ho hnilds imnuirtal verse. There thy bold Hue, 
Mrhirh while •)a earth could breathe Maraniui 

tire. 
Shall Mvir $«'riphii' hei^rhts ; while to her Toice 
r^^n thousiiuil hieriri'hies ot anirels harp 
>vmphon:i<u.<«. and with dulcet harmoaies 
I !(hi»r the ^khz rej«ucini;. I. meanwhile, 
Tfi .^>ithe the^ in these irLsome hours of pain, 
Xpprnarh. tl\\ visitant, with mortal praise 
To praise rlier mortal. First, for Rhyme subdued; 
Kh>me. er.-^r. the minstrel of primeval Night, 
\nrl Chaos. An^rrh oKl : She near their throne 
(>rt taught th«* rattlin.; elements to chime 
With tf^nfoid din^ till late to earth upborne 
^)n Btrident ]>lunir. what time fair Poesie 
Kmergcd from Gothic cloud, and faintly shot 
Kekindling f^lcams of lustre. Her the fiend 
Oppressed ; forcing to utter uncouth dirge, 
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Runic, or Leonine ; and with dire chains 
Fetter*d her scarce fledged pinion. { such bonds 
Aim'd to destroy, hopeless that Art could ease 
Their thraldom, and to liberal use convert. 
This wonder to achieve Musaeus came; 
Thou earnest, and at thy magic touch the chains 
Off dropp'd, and (passing strange !) soft wreathed 
bands [Muse 

Of flowers their place supplied : which well the 
Might w;ear for choice not force ; obstruction none> 
But loveliest ornament. Wondrous this, yet here 
The wonder rests not ; various argument 
Remains for me, uncertain, where to cull ^ 

The leading grace, where countless graces charm. 
Various this peaceful cave ; this mineral roof; 
This 'semblage meet of coral, ore, and shell; 
These pointed crystals through the shadovey clefts 
Bright glistering ; all these slowly-dripping rillSy 
That tinkling wander o'er the pebbled floor : 
Yet not this various peaceful cave, with this 
Its mineral roof; nor this assemblage meet 
Of coral, ore, and shell ; nor mid the shade 
These pointed crystals, glistering fair ; nor rills> 
That wander tinkling o'er the pebbled floor, 
Deal charms more various to each raptured sense 

Than thy mellifluous lay * 

* Cease, friendly swain 
(Musseus cried, and raised his aching head ) ; 
All praise is foreign, but of true desert ; 
Plays round the head, but comes not to the heart. 
Ah ! why recall the toys of thoughtless youth. 
When flowery fiction held the place of truth? 
Ere sound to sense resigned the silken T^m^ 
And the light lay ran musically y«&&. 
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Oh! m Aat lay had Tidiest fiuicyiow'dy 
The Syrens waifoled, and the Graces glow'd; 
Had lirelieiit nature, happiest art bomlriiied, 
Umi lent each charm, and tkh each dwnn refined; 
Alas! how IHde were my proudest boast! 
Hie sweetest trifler of my tribe at most. 

' iy>sway the judgment, while he soothes Ae ear ; 
To curb mad passion in its wild career ; 
To wake by sober touch the useful lyre. 
And rule, with reason's rigour, fancy's fire ; 
Be this the poet's praise. And this possessed. 
Take, Dulness and thy dunces I take the rest. 
* Come then that honest faine, whose tempe- 
rate ray 
Or gilds the satire or the moral lay; 
Which dawns, though thou, rough Dome! hew 

out the line : 
But beams, sage Horace ! from each strain of "ttUie. 
Oh, if like these, with conscious freedom bold. 
One Polt more his manly measures roU'd, 
lake these led forth the' indignant Muse to braYe 
The venal statesman and the titled slave ; 
To strip from frontless Vice her stars a&d strings, 
Nor spare her basking in the smile of kings— ^ 
If grave, yet lively ; rational, yet wartn ; 
Clear to convince, and eloquent to charm; 
He pour'd, for Virtue's cause, serene along 
The purest precept in the sweetest song — 
If, for her cause, his heaven-directed plaB 
MarkM each meander in the maze of man ; 
Unmoved by sophistry, unawed by name, 
No dupe to doctrines, and no fool to falife ; 
Led by no system's devious glate astray. 
That meteorlike but ^iiCtets to betrdy-^ 
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Yes, if his soul to reason's mle resign'd, 
And Heayen's own views fair opening on his mind. 
Caught from bright nature's flame the living ray, 
Through passion's cloud pour'd in resistless day; 
And taught mankind, in reasoning Pride's despite, 
l%at God is wise, and all that is is right — 
If this his boast, pour here the welcome lays ; 
Praise less than this is moriLery of praise.' 

* To pour that praise be mine,' fair Virtue cried ; 
And shot, all radiant, through an opening cloud l 
But ah ! my Muse, how will thy voice express 
The' immortal strain, harmonious, as itflow'd? 
Ill suits immortal strain a Doric dress : 
And for too high already hast thou soar'd. 
Enough for thee, that when the lay was o'er. 
The goddess clasp'd him to her throbbing breast. 
But what might that avail ? Blind Fate before 
Had oped her shears, to cut his vital thread! 
And who may dare gainsay her stem behest ? 
Now thrice he waved the hand, thrice bow'd the 
And sigh'd his soul to rest. [head, 

Now wept the Nymphs ; witness, ye waving 

shades ! [weep : 

Witness, ye winding streams! the Nymphs did 

The heavenly goddess too with tears did steep 

H^ plaintive voice, that echo'd through the 

glades ; 

IMITATION. 

Nou wept the Nymphs, &c.1 
Eztinctam Mympbs crndeli ftanere Daphnim 
Flebant: vos coryli tefftn et flmnina Nymphii; 
Cam, complexa sai corpas miaerabile naii, 
Atqae deot atqae astra vocat crodelia Mater. 
Nod alii pattoa WiB «gire Alebm 
j^riglda, Dophoi, bove* ad flamiiM; milla neqoe amnein 
jUpavlt qaadrapet, iMe iprttiiMs ttttgtt faeftaur. 
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Andy ' cruel gods/ and ' cruel starsy' she cried : , 
Nor did the shepherds, through the woodlands 

wide, 
On that sad day, or to the pensive brook. 
Or silent river, drive their thirsty flocks : 
Nor did the wild goat browse the shrubby rocks: 
And Philomel her customed oak forsook : 
And roses wan were waved by zephyrs weak, 
As Nature's self was sick : 
And every lily drooped its silver head. 
Sad sympathy ! yet sure his rightful meed 
Who charm'd all nature : well might Nature mourn 
Through all her choicest sweets Musseus dead. 

Here end we, Goddess ! this your shepherd sang. 
All as his hands an ivy chaplet wove. 
Oh ! make it worthy of the sacred Bard ; 
And make it equal to the shepherd's love. 
Thou too accept the strain with meet regard : 
For sure, bless'd Shade, thou hear'st my doleful 

song; 
Whether with angel troops, the stars among. 
From golden harp thou call'st seraphic lays; 
Or, for fair Virtue's cause, now doubly dear, 
Thou still art hovering o'er our tuneless sphere ; 
And movest some hidden spring her weal to raise. 

Thus the fond swain his Doric oate essay'd. 
Manhood's prime honours rising on his cheek : 
Trembling he strove to court the tuneful maid 
With strippling arts, and dalliance all too weak, 

IMTTATION. 

Hen end toe^odJest ! &c.] 
Hasc sal erit, Divae, vestram ceciniiae poetam. 
Dam fedet, et gradUftoceWMn \«.v\\.Vmi\«&, 
Pferidea ; voi haec f adetU mutoA. OAVo \ 
GmUo, dUoa amor, &c. ▼«t* ^^* ^^- 
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Unseen, unheard, beneath a hawthorn shade. 
Bat now dun clouds the welkin 'gan to streak : 
And now down dropp'd the larks, and ceased 
their strain : [swain. 

They ceased, and with them ceased the shepherd 

MASON. 



EVENING ADDRESS TO A NIGHTIN- 

GALE. 

SwBJBT bird ! that, kindly perching near, 
Pourest thy plaints melodious in mine ear, 
Not, like base worldlings, tutor'd to forego 
The melancholy haunts of Woe ; 

Thanks for thy sorrow-soothing strain : 

For, surely, thou hast known to prove, 
Like me, the pangs of hapless love ; 

Else why so feelingly complain. 
And with thy piteous notes thus sadden all the 
grove ? 

Say, dost thou mourn thy ravished mate, 

lliat oft enamour'd on thy strains has hung? 
Or has the cruel hand of Fate 

Bereft thee of thy darling young ? 

Alas, for both I weep 

In all the pride of youthful charms, 

A beauteous bride torn from my circling arms, 

A lovely babe that should have lived to bless, 

And fill my doting eyes with frequent tears. 
At once the source of rapture and distress, 

The nattering prop of my declining 'yeax^X 
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Ja rain from death to rescue I eaaaj^d. 

By every art that Science couUl deTiae; 
AlaB ! it langttiflh'd for a mother's aid. 

And wing'd its flight to seek her in tiie skies. — 
Then O ! our comforts be the mae, 

At evening's peaceful hour. 
To shun the noisy paths of wealth and fame, 

And breathe our sorrovrs in this lonely bower. 

But why, alas! to thee complain! 

To thee — unconscious of my pain! 

Soon shalt thou cease to mourn thy lot seveiipy 

And hail the davniing of a happier year : 

The genial warmth of joy-renewing Spring 
Again shall plume thy shattered wing ; 
Again thy little heart shall transport prove, 
Again shall flow thy notes responsive to thy 
love. 
But O ! for me in vain may seasons roll, 

Nought can dry up the fountain of my tears ; 
Deploring still the comfort of my soul, 
I count my sorrows by increasing years. 

Tell me, thou siren Hope, deceiver, say. 

Where is the promised period of my woes? 
Full three long lingering years have roU'd away, 
And yet I weep, a stranger to repose : 

O what delusion did thy tongue employ ! 
' That Emma's fatal pledge of love. 

Her last bequest — with, all a mother's care, 
The bitterness of sorrow should remove. 
Soften the horrors of despair. 
And cheex a. Yieait Vsft% Vosal to joy f . 



MONODIES AND FUNEREilL ELEGIES. 217 

How oft, when fondling in mine arms, 
Gazing enraptured on its angel face, 
My soul the maze of Fate would vainly trace. 

And bum with all a father's fond alarms ! 

And O ! what flattering scenes had Fancy feign*dl 

How did I rare of blessings yet in store ! 

Till every aching sense was sweetly pain'd, 
And my full heart could bear, nor tongue could 
utter more. * 

^ Just Heaven !' I cried with recent hopes 

elate, 
* Yet I will live — ^will live, though Emma's dead I 
So long boVd down beneath the storms of Fate, 

Yet will I raise my woe^dejected head ! 
My little Emma, now my all. 

Will want a father's care. 
Her looks, her wants my rash resolves recall, 

And for her sake the ills of life 111 bear; 
And oft together we'll complain ; 

Complaint, the only bliss my soul can know ; 
From me my child shall learn tiie mournful strain, 

And prattle tales of woe. 

And O ! in that auspicious hour, 
When Fate resigns her persecuting power^ 
With duteous zeal her hand shall close, 

No more to weep, my sorrow-streaming eyes. 
When Death gives Misery repose. 

And opes a glorious passage .to the skies.' 

Vain thought! itmustnotbe.7— Shetooisdead — 7- 

The flattering scene is o'er, 

My hopes for ever — ever fled 



And veDgeance can no mote- 
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Crashed by misfortmie — blasted by disease— 

And none — none left to bear a friendly part! 
To meditate my welfare, health, or ease. 

Or soothe the angpush of an aching lieart ! 
Now all one gloomy scene, till welcome Deaths 
With lenient hand, (O wisely deem'd severe !) 
Shall kindly stop my grief-exhausted breath. 

And dry np every tear! 
Perhaps, obsequious to my will, 

'Bnt ah ! from my aiSections far removed ! 
The last sad office strangers may fulfil. 
As if I ne'er had been beloved ; • 
As if, unconscious of poetic fire, 
I ne'er had touch'd the trembling lyre ; 
As if my niggard hand ne'er dealt relief. 
Nor my heart melted at another's grief. 

Yet — while this weary life shall last, [strain. 
While yet my tongue can form the' impaiiBion'd 
In piteous accents shall the Muse complain. 
And dwell with fond delay on blessings past; 
For O ! how grateful to a wounded heart 
The tale of misery to impart ! 
From others' eyes bid artiest sorrows flow. 
And raise esteem upon the base of woe I 
E'en he *, the noblest of the tuneful throng. 

Shall deign my lovelorn tale to hear. 
Shall catch the soft contagifm of my song, 

And pay my pensive Muse the tribute of a tear ! 

SHAW. 
• Lord Lyttelton, who bad highly applaoded Shaw'i Monodj. 
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ON THE DELITH OF MR. AIKM AN ». 

Od^ could I draw, my friend, thy genuine mind 
Just as the living forms by thee design'd ; 
Of RaphaeFs figures none should fairer shine. 
Nor Titian's colours longer last than mine. 
A mind in wisdom old, in lenience, young, 
From fenrent Truth where eyeiy virtue sprung; 
Where all was real, modest, plain, sincere ; 
Worth above show, and goodness unsevere ; 
View'd round and round, as lucid diamonds throw 
Still as you turn them a revolving glow. 
So did his mind reflect with secret ray, 
In^ various virtues, Heaven's internal day, 
Whiether in high discourse it soar'd sublime 
And sprung impatient o'er the bounds of Time, 
Or wandering Nature through, with raptured eye. 
Adored the hand that tum'd yon azure sky : 
Whether to social life he bent his thought, 
And the right poise of mingling passions sought. 
Gay converse bless'd ; or in the thoughtful grove 
Bid the heart open every source of love : 
New varying lights still set before your eyes 
The just, the good, the social, or the wise. 
For such a death who can, who would refuse 
The friend a tear, a verse the mournful muse ? 

* Mr. Aikman was born in ScolUnd, and designed for the 
profestioa of the law: bat traveled to Italy, and retnrned a 
paintirr. He was patronized in Scotland by ihe Dake of Ad> 
Brie* sn^ afterwards met wiih enconracemeiit to settle in Loo- 
OOB : hat falling into a long and langoiBhing disease, he died 
at his boose in Leicester fields, Jane, 17SI, af,ed 50. E<^m««, 
wrote a panegyric apon him, and M&\V«lV(i <t>^\iK^« ^«a 
Wtipole'B Aaecdoie$, voL Iv. p. 41. 
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Yet pay we jast acknowledgment to Heaven, 
Though snatch'd so soon, that Aikman e*er was 

given. 
A friend, when dead, is but removed from sight, 
Hid in the lustre of eternal light : 
Oft with the mind he wonted conrerse keeps 
In the lone walk, or when the body sleeps 
Lets in a wandering ray, and all elate 
Wings and attracts her to another state ; 
And, when the parting storms of life are o'ery 
May yet rejoin him in a happier shore. 
As those we love decay, we die in part. 
String after string is sever'd from the heart ; 
Till loosen'd life, at last but breathing clay. 
Without one pang, is glad to fall away. 
Unhappy he who latest feels the blow. 
Whose eyes have wept o*er every friend laid low; 
Dragg'd lingering on from partial death to death. 
Till dying, all he can resign is breath. 

THOMSON. 



VERSES IN MEMORY OF HIS LADY. 

WRITTEN AT SANDGATE CASTLE, 176S. 



lT«c Uatiu iafcnio, qoantom tenrire dolori. Pnpert. 



others boast the false and faithless pride. 
No ttQptial chann to know ; or, known, to hide; 
iTfth Tain disguise trani Natn.t«*s dictates part, 
IW the poor triumi^lk oi a ^mfnaX^^KW^ 
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My Terse the god of tender tows inspires. 
Dwells on my soul, and wakens all her fires. 
I>ear silent partner of those happier hours 
That pass'd in Hackthom's Tales, in Blagdon's 

bowers! 
If yet thy gentle spirit wanders here. 
Borne by its Tirtues to no nobler sphere ; 
If yet that pity which, of life possess'd, 
Fill'd thy fair eye and lighten*d through thy breast; 
If yet that tender thought, that generous care. 
The gloomy power of endless night may spa&re;' 
Oh ! while my soul for thee, for thee complains, 
Catch her warm sighs and kiss her bleeding strains. 
Wild, wretched wish! Can prayer, with feeble 

breath. 
Pierce the pale ear, the statoed ear of deadi? 
Jjet patience pray, let hope aspire to prayer I 
And leaTe me the strong language of despair ! 
Hence, ye Tain painters of ingenious woe. 
Ye Lytteltons, ye shining Petrarchs, go I 
I hate the languor of your lenient strain, 
Your flowery grief, your impotence of pain. 
Oh ! had ye known, what I haTe known, to prore 
The searching flame, the agonies of lore ! 
Oh ! had ye known how souls to souls impart 
Their fire, or mix the lifedrops of the heart ! 
Not like the streams that down the mountain side 
Tunefully mourn, and sparkle as they glide ; 
Not like the breeze that sighs at cTening hour 
On tiie soft bosom of some folding flower ; 
Your stronger grief, in stronger accents borne. 
Had soothed the breast with burning angui^ toni. 
The Toice of seas, the winds that TO\x«e ^S^<& 4«e^.^ 
Far Bounding Aooda that tear thema\m\AasL^%\)(«^\ 
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£lach wild and melancholy blast that rayes 
Round these dim towers, and smites the beating 
waves — [breath, 

Tllis soothes my soul — 'tis Nature*s mournful 
Tis Nature struggling in the arms of Death! 

See, the last aid of her expiring state. 
See Love, e'en Love has lent his darts to Fate * I 
Oh ! when beneath his golden shafts I bled, 
And vainly bound his trophies round my head ; 
When, crown'd with flowers, he led the rosy day, 
Lived to my eye, and drew my soul away— 
Could fear, could fancy, at that tender hour. 
See the dim grave demand the nuptial flower? 
There, there his wreaths dejected Hymen strew'd; 
And moum'd their bloom unfaded as he view'd. 

There each fair hope, each tenderness of life, 
Each nameless charm of soft obliging strife. 
Delight, love, fancy, pleasure, genius fled. 
And the best passions of my soul lie dead ; 
All, all is there in cold oblivion laid, 
But pale remembrance bending o'er a shade. 

O come, ye softer sorrows, to my breast ! 
Ye lenient sighs, that slumber into rest I 
Come, soothing dreams, your friendly pinions 

wave, 
Well bear the fresh rose to yon honour*d grave ; 
For once this pain, this frantic pain forego. 
And feel .at last the luxury of woe ! 

Ye holy sufferers, that in silence wait 
The last sad refuge of relieving fate ! 
That rest at eve beneath the cypress' gloom, 
Aad deep familiar on your future tomb. 



h 



• Iba UA) 4teA\a <3^^^^«^ 



MONODIES AND FUNEREAL ELEGIES. 223 

Witii you 111 waste the slow departing day, 
And wear with you the* uncolour'd hours away. 
Oh ! lead me to your cells, your lonely aisles. 
Where Resignation folds her arms and smiles ; 
Where holy Faith unwearied vigils keeps, 
And guards the urn where fair Constantia * sleeps: 
There, let me there in sweet oblivion lie, 
And calmly feel the tutor'd passions die. 

LAKGHORNE. ^ 



ON HIS MOTHER. 
1769. 



Ah, scenes beloved! ah, conscious shades. 
That wave these parent vales along f 

Ye bowers where Fancy met the tuneful maids, 
Ye mountains vocal with my Doric song, 
Teach your wild echoes to complain 

In sighs of solemn woe, in broken sounds of pain. 

For het I mourn, 
Now the cold tenant of the thoughtless urn — 

For her bewail these strains of woe. 

For her these filial sorrows flow. 
Source of my life, that led my tender years 

With all a parent's pious fears. 
That nursed my infant thought, and taught my 
mind to grow. 

Careful, she marked each dangerous way. 
Where youth's unwary footsteps stray : 

She taught die struggling passions to subside ; 
Where sacred truth and reason ^\<i^^ 

Jn virtue's gloriouB path to seek the tq«\i&&^^ ^v) . 

* See Spectator, ISo. IJ&i. 
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Lamented goodness ! yet I see 
The fond affections melting in her eye : 
She bends its tearful orb on me. 
And heares the tender sigh : 
As tiionghtfiil, she the toils suryeys, 
That crowd in lifers perplexing mase. 
And for her children feels again [feign* 

All, all that love can fear, and all that fear can 

O best -of parents! let me pour 

My sorrows o'er thy silent bed ; 

There early strew the remal flower. 

The parting tear at eyening shed- 
Alas ! are these the only meed 
Of each kind thought, each virtuous deed, 
These fruitless offerings that embalm the dead ? 

Then, fairy-featured Hope, forbear 

No more thy fond illusions spread : 
Thy shadowy scenes dissolved in air. 
Thy visionary prospects fled ; 
With her they fled, at whose lamented shrine 

Love, gratitude, and duty mingled tears. 
Condemned each filial office to resign, [years. 
Nor hopeful more to soothe her long-declining 

LANGHORNE*. 

* Dr. Langfaorne's inscription on bis mother*« monament is 
inserted among the Epitaphs in this volnme. 
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WRITTEN AT AMWELL, 

IN HERTFORDSHIRE. 
1768. 

FRIEND ! though silent thus thy tongue remai\^S) 

I read inquiry in thy anxious eye, 
Why my pale cheek the frequent tear distains ? 

Why from my bosom bursts the frequent sigh ? 

Long from these scenes detained in distant fields, 
My mournful tale perchance escaped thy ear : 

Fresh grief to me the repetition yields ; 

Thy kind attention gives thee right to hearl 

^oe to the world's pursuit of wealth and fame, 
Thy Theron early from the world retired,^ 

Left to the busy throng each boasted aim, 
Nor aught, save peace in solitude, desired. 

A few choice volumes there could oft engage, 
A few choice friends there oft amused the day ; 

There his loved parents* slow-declining age. 
Life's calm unvaried evening, wore away« 

Foe to the futile manners of the proud. 
He chose an humble virgin for his own ; 

A form ynih. Nature's fairest gifts endow*d, 
And pure as vernal blossoms newly blown : 

Her hand she gave, and with it gave a heart 
By love engaged, with gratitude impress'd, - 

Frtee without folly, prudent Yri\!fcLO\iA. %xV 
With wit accomplisVd, and TR\VS\NVt\»fc\5i«M^^* 

^OL. IV. G G 
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Swift pass'd the hours ; alas, to pass no more ! 

Flown like the light clouds of a sununer's day ! 
One beauteous pledge the beauteous consort bore ; 

The fatal gift forbad the giver's stay. 

Ere twice the sun perform*d his annual round. 
In one sad spot, where kindred ashes lie, 

0*er wife and child and parents closed the.ground; 
The final home of man ordain*d to die ! 

Oy cease at length, obtrusiye Memory ! cease^ 
Nor in my view the wretched hours retain^ 

That saw Disease on her dear life increase. 
And Medicine's lenient arts essay'd in vain. 

O the dread scene ! (in misery how sublime !) 
Of Love's vain prayers to stay her fleeting breath! 

Suspense, that restless watch'd the flight of Time, 
And helpless dumb Despair, awaiting Death! 

O the dread scene !— ^Tis agony to tell 

How o'er the couch of pain declined my head ! 

And took from dying lips the long farewell, 
llie last, last parting ere her spirit fled. 

' Restore her, Heaven ! as from the grave re- 
trieve — 

In each calm moment, all things else resign'd. 
Her looks, her language show how hard to leave 

The loved companion she must leave behind. 

* Restore her, Heaven ! for once in mercy spare — ' 
Thus Love's vain prayer in anguish interposed : 
And soon Suspense gave pWce to dumb Despafr, 
Ahd o'er the pa&tBeaVlb^BMSEAj&cQaXacixL^^Mft^'-- 
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In silence closed — My thoughts roved frantic 
round. 
No hope, no wish beneath the sun remained ; 
Earth, air, and skies one dismal waste I found, 
One pale, dead, dreary blank with horror 
stained. 

O lovely flower, too fair for this rude clhne I 
O lovely mom, too prodigal of light ! 

O transient beauties, blasted in their prime ! 
O transient glories, sunk in sudden night ! 

Sweet Excellence, by all who knew thee moum*d J 
Where is that form, that mind my soul admired ? 

That form, with every pleasing charm adorn'd ; 
That mind, with every gentle thought inspired ! 

The face, with rapture view*d, I view no more ; 

The voice, with rapture heard, no more I hear ; 
Yet the loved features Memory's eyes explore ; 

Yet the loved accents fall on Memory's ear. 

Ah sad, sad change ! (sad source of daily pain) 
That sense of loss ineffable renews ; 

While my rack'd bosom heaves the sigh in vain. 
While my pale cheek the tear in vain bedews. 

Still o'er the grave that holds the dear remains, 
The mouldering veil her spirit left below^ 

Fond Fancy dwells, and pours funereal strains. 
The soul-dissolving melody of wo#. 

Nor mine alone to bear this painfal doom, 
Nor she alone the tear of song obtains ; 

The Muse of Blagdon *, o'er Constantia's tomb. 
In all the eloquence of grief complains. 

• See Venea vrritten at Sandgate Cai\\«, Va tawiaw'^ ^V v 
iMr^ by the iageaioM Dr» Ltafbovae. 



228 BLSOAiiT Exnuon* p. Tin. 

My friflnd't fair luqie, like adiMy go lately gaia'd; 

His hearty like mine, in its true parteer bleiiM; 
Both fron one canie tiie same dialreM aoftah^dy 

The fame aad honra beheld'ai both diatWM*dL 

O human life ! how mutable^ how yain t 

How thy wide sorrows circnmKrfbe thy Joy— 

A sonny island in a stormy main, 
A spot of asnre in a dondy sl^l 

All graeioQS Heayen ! since man^ infiitiiate man, 
Rests in Hkj works, too negligentof thee ^ 

Lays for himself on earth his litfle plan. 
Dreads not or distant Tiews mortality; - 

Tis but to wake to nobler dionght the aool. 
To rouse us lingering on earth's flowery plain. 

To Virtue's patib our wanderings to oon^^, 
•Affliction frowning oomes, thy mtnistsr of paint 



i 
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FATHER'S EXTEMPORE CONSOLATION 

ON THE DEATH OF TWO DAUGHTERS^ WHO 
UTBD ONLY TWO DAYS. 

Let vulgar souls endure the body's chain. 
Till life's dull current ebbs i^ eyery yein. 
Dream out a tedious age ere, wide displayed. 
Death's blackest pinion wraps them in the shade : 

These happy infants, early taught to shun 
All that the world admires beneath the sun, 
Scom'd the weak bands mortality could tie. 
And fled impatient to their native sky. 

Dear precious babes I — alas I when, fondly wild, 
A mother's heart hung me\^% <i'«\ist ^&ad^ 
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When my charmed eye a flood of joy expressed, 
And all the father kindled in my breast, 
A sudden paleness seized each guiltless face, 
And death, though smiling, crept o'er every grace. 
Nature! be calm — heave not the' impassioned 
sigh, 
Nor teach one tear to tremble in my eye. 
A few unspotted moments pass*d between 
Their dawn of being and their closing scene : 
And sure no nobler blessing can be given, 
When one short anguish is the price of heaven. 

CAWTHORN. 



ON THE 

DEATH OF VISCOUNTESS TOWNSHEND. 

With dov^ncast look and pit3ring eye, 
Unarm*d the Ring of Terrors stood ; 

He laid his sting and horrors by. 
Averse to strike the fair and good : 

When thus an angel urged the blow — 
^ No more thy lifted hand suspend ! 

To conscious guilt a dreaded foe. 
To innocence a welcome friend. 

* Bright hosts of cherubs round her stand, % 

To her and me confessed alone ; 
Each waving his celestial hand. 

And pointing to the' eternal throne.' 

The angel spoke — nor husband dear. 

Nor children loved (a mournful train) 
Could from her eye attract one tew. 
Nor bend one thought to eaxtii a^wsi* 
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The soul, impatient of delay, 

No more could mortal fetters bind ; 

But.springing to the realms of day, 
Leaves every human care^behind. 

Yet, oh ! an infant daughter's claim 

Demands from heaven thy guardian care ; 

Protect that lovely helpless frame ! 

And guard that breast you form'd so fair ! 

A parent's loss, unknovni, unwept, 
Thoughtless the fatal hour she pass'd ; 

Or only thought her mother slept. 

Nor knew how long that sleep must last. 

When time the' unfolding mind displays. 

May she, by thy example led. 
Fly from that motley giddy maze 

Which youth and guilt and folly tread. 

These never knew the guiding hand 
Which leads to virtue's arduous way : 

Mothers now join the vagrant band. 
And teach their children how to stray. 

Her shall the pious task engage 

(Such once was thine), with lenient aid 

A father's sorrows to assuage. 
His love with equal love repaid. 

So shall she read with ai'dent eye 
Ttis lesson thy last moments give, — 

* They who, like thee, would fearless die, 
Spotless, like thee, must learn to live,' 

-EARL NUGENT. 



^ 
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Sorrowing, the Nine beneath yon blasted yew 
Shed the soft drops of pity's holy dew ; 
Mute are their tuneful tongues, extinct their fires ; 
Yet not in silence sleep their silver lyres ; 
To the bleak gale they vibrate sad and slow. 
In deep accordance to a nation's woe. 

Ye, who ere while for Cook*s illustrious brow 
Pluck'd the green laurel and the oaken bough, 
Hung the gay garlands on the trophied oars. 
And poured his fame along a thousand shores. 
Strike the slow death-bell! — weave the sacred 

verse, * 

And strew the cypress o'er his honour *d hearse ;' 
In sad procession wander round the shrine. 
And weep him mortal whom ye sung divine ! 

Say first, what Power inspired his dauntless 
breast 
With scorn of danger and inglorious rest. 
To quit imperial London's gorgeous domes. 
Where, deck'd in thousand tints, young Pleasure 

roams; 
In cups of summer ice her nectar pours. 
Or twines, mid wintry snows, her roseate bowers ; 
Where the warm Orient loads Britannia's gales 
With all the incense of Sabaean vales ; 
Where soft Italians silken sons prolong 
The lavish cadence of the artful song ; 
Where Beauty moves with fasciaating grace, 
Calls the sweet blush to wanton o'er her face^ . 
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On each fond youth her soft artillery tries, 
Aims the light smile, and rolls the frolic eyes — 
What Power inspired his dauntlessl)rea8t to braTe 
The scorch'd Equator and the' Antarctic wave?. 
Climes where fierce suns in cloudless ardours 

shine, 
And pour the dazzling deluge round the Line ; 
The realms of frost, where icy mountains rise 
Mid the pale summer of the ^lar skies? — 
It was BeneTolence ! — on coasts unknown. 
The shivering natives of the frozen zone. 
And the swart Indian, as he faintly strays 
^ Where Cancer reddens in the solar blaze,' 
l^he bade him seek ; — on each inclement shore 
Plant the rich seeds of her exhaustless store ; 
Unite the savage hearts and hostile hands 
In the firm compact of her gentle bands ; 
Strew her soft comforts o'er the barren plain^ 
Sing her sweet lays, and consecrate her fane. 
While half the warring world, in senseless strife, 
Dire thirst of power, and lavish waste of life. 
Sent their hoarse thunders o'er the sea to roar. 
And dye the distant waves in human gore, * 
O fair Benevolence ! thy guiding ray 
With light so pure illumed the watery way, ' 
Amazed and charm'd the sons of Ravage stood, 
And by its lustre, streaming o'er the flood, 
Mark'd thy mild hero's rising ships afar. 
And hush'd to peace the brazen throat of War ; 
His sacred ensigns view'd with moisten'd eye. 
And struck the blood-stain'd flag, and sail'd ad- 
miring by ! 
When high in ragt the tcoubleddeep they plough'd. 
Thus to thy chanaa V^w'^^ Viaxk^X:^ eo^^^saseb 
bow'd, 
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Lovely Benevolence ! — O nymph divine ! 
I 866 thy light step print the burning Line ! 
Thy lucid eye the dubious pilot guides, 
The faint oar struggling with the scalding tides. 
On as thou lead'st the bold, the glorious prow, 
Mild and more mild the sloping sunbeams glow ; 
Now weak and pale Ihe lessened lustres play, 
As round the' horizon rolls the timid day; 
Barbed with the sleeted snow, the driving hail. 
Rush the fierce arrows of the polar gale ; 
And through the dim, unvaried, lingering hours, 
Wide o'er the waves incumbent Horror lours. 
From the rude summit of yon frozen steep. 
Contrasting glory gilds the dreary deep ! 
Lo !— decked witii vermil youth and beamy grace, 
Hdpe in her step, and gladness in her face. 
Light on the icy rock, with outstretched hands, 
The goddess of the new Columbus stands. 
Round her bright head the plumy peterels * soar, 
Blue as her robe that sweeps the frozen shore ; 
Gilows her soft cheek, as vernal mornings fair. 
And warm as summer suns her golden hair ; 
O'er the hoar waste her radiant glances stream, 
And courage kindles in their magic beam. 
She points the ship its massy path, to thread 
The floating fragments t of the frozen bed. 
While o'er the deep, in many a dreadful form, 
The giant Danger howls along the storm, 

* The peterel is a bird foaiu) in the frozen «eai; its ned( 
and tail are wliite, and its wiogi of a bright blae. 



t < In the conrse of the last twenty-foor hours we _ 
throngh several fields of broken ice ; they were in cenenl 
narrow, but of considerable extent. In one Muil\\k« \^^fiK» ^ 
Ice were sa dote that tbe ship had mach Qtf&»B&9L>( \» t kia ni 
tAew. 
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Forlhig tke iron sails * with numbed hands, 
Finn on the dedc the great adrentorer stands; 
Round glittering mountains hears the billows rave, 
And the vast mint thunder on the wave. — • 
Appaird he hears! — but checks the rising sigh. 
And turns on hb finn band a glistening eye. — 
Not &Mr himself the sighs unbidden break. 
Amid the terrors of the icy wreck ; , 

Nol for himself starts the impassion'd* tear, 
Congealing as it fiJls; — nor pain nor fear 
Nor death's dread darts impede the great design, 
Till Nature draws the circumscribing line X» 
Huge rocks ci ice the* arrested ship embay, 
And bar the gallant wanderer's dangerous way. — 
His eye regretful marks the goddess turn 
The* assiduous prow from its relentless bourn. 
And now Antarctic Zealand's drear domain 
Frowns, and o'erhangs the' inhospitable main. 
On its chill beach this dove of humankind 
For his long wandering foot short rest shall find, 
Bear to the coast the olive branch in yain^. 
And quit on wearied wing the hostile plain. — 
With jealous lour the frowning natives view 
The stately vessel and adventurous crew ; 

• * Oar Mils and rigpjif were so froaen Hut they imneil 
plates of iron.' 

t Tbe brenkinf of one of these iaunense moantains of ice, 
and the prodigioos MHse it made, is particalarljr described in 
Cook's Second Voyafe to the South Pole. 

t ' After ranninf foor leagoes this coarse, with the Ice oa 
onr starboard ride, tve fbond ourselves qaite embayed, the 
ice extendiuf from north nortli-east, ronnd by tlie west and 
sonth to east, in one compact body ; the wealha- was-tolnraUy 
dear, yet we cooid see no end to it.' 

i * To carry a ((reen branch in the hand on Baadiac it a 
partSc signal aniversally nndenlood by all the islaBdenln the 
South Seas.' 
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Nor fear the brave nor emulate the good, 
Bat scowl with savage thirst of human blood ! 
And yet there were who in this iron clime 
Soar*d o'er the herd on Virtue's wing sublime ; 
Revered the stranger-guest, and smiling strove 
To soothe his stay with hospitable love ; 
Fann'd in fiill confidence the friendly flame, 
Join*d plighted hands, and name exchanged for 

name*r 
To these the hero leads his living store t. 
And pours new wonders on the' uncultured shore^ 
The silky fleece, fair fruit, and golden grain ; 
And future herds and harvests bless the plain. 
O'er the green soil the kids exulting play, 
And sounds his clarion loud the bird of day ; 
The downy goose her ruffled bosom laves. 
Trims her white wing, and wantons in the waves; 
Stem moves the bull along the' affrighted shores^ 
And countless nations tremble as he roars. 
So when the daughter of eternal Jove, 
And ocean's god, to bless their Athens strove, 
The massy trident with gigantic force 
Cleaves the firm earth — and lo ! the stately horse ; 
He paws the ground, impatient of the rein. 
Shakes his high front, and thunders o'er the plain.. 
Then Wisdom's goddess plants the embryon seed 
And bids new foliage shade the sultry mead ; 

* The exchange of names is a pledge of amity amonjr Ukm 
Waoders, and was freqaentiy proposed by them to'CaptalR 
Cook and his people; so also is the joining noses. 

f Captain Cook left various kinds of animals npon thlt 
COMt, together with garden-seeds, &c. The Zealanders had 
hitherto sohsisted ou fish, and sach coarse vegetables as their 
climate produced ; and this want of better provision, it is 
sapposcd, Indoced them to the horrid practice of eatiof hu^M 
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Mid the pale green the tawny oliye shine. 
And famish'd thousands bless the hand divine. 
Now the warm solstice o'er the shining bay 
Darts from the north its mild meridian ray ; 
Again the chief invokes the rising gale, 
And spreads again in desert seas the sail; 
O'er dangerous shoals his steady steerage keeps, 
O'er walls of coral * ambush'd in the deeps ; 
StrongLabour's hands the crackling cordage twine, 
And sleepless Patience heaves the guardian line t* 
Borne on fierce eddies black Tornado springs. 
Dashing the gulfy main with ebon wings; 
In the vex'd foam his sweeping trail he shrouds, 
And rears his serpent crest amid the clouds ; 
Wrapp'd in dark mists with hideous bellowing 

roars, 
Drives all his tempests on, and shakes the shores. 
Already has the groaning ship resign'd 
Half her proud glories to the furious wind. 
The fear-struck mariner beholds from far. 
In gathering rage, the elemental war ; 
As rolls the rising vortex, stands aghast. 
Folds the rent sail, or clasps the shivering mast! 
Onward, like night, the frowning demon comes^ 
Showers a dread deluge from his shaken plumes ; 
Fierce as he moves the gulfed sand uptears, 
And high in air the shatter'd canvass bears. 
Hardly the heroes in that fateful hour 
Save tiie torn navy from his whelming power; 

* The coral rocks are described as riung perpendiealarly 
tflroxn the greatest depths of the ocean, insoinach that the aoaiid* 
ing line cannot reach iheir bottom; and yet they were Int 
jost covered with water. These rocks are now found to be 
fabricated by sea insects. 

t ' We had now passed several months with a man 
•tantly in the chains heaving the lead.' 
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But soon from industry's restoring hand 
New masts aspire and snowy sails expand. 

On a lone beach a rock built temple * stands, 
Stupendous pile! unwrought by mortal hands; 
Subliine the ponderous turrets rise in air. 
And the wide roof basaltic columns bear ; 
Through the long aisles the murmuring tempests 

blow, 
And ocean chides his dashing waves below. 
From this fair fane along the silver sands 
Two sister virgins wave their snov^y hands ; 
First gentle Flora t — ^round her smiling brow 
Leaves of new forms and flowers uncultured' glow ; 
Thin folds of vegetable silk X behind 
Shade her white neck, and wanton in the wind ; 
Strange sweets where'er she turns perfume the 

glades, 
And fruits unnamed adorn the bending shades. 
Next Fauna treads, in youthful beauty's pride, 
A playful kanguroo § bounding by her side ; 
Around the nymph her beauteous pois || display 
Their varied plumes, and trill the dulcet lay ; ' 

* On one part of this isle there was a solitary rock, rising on 
the coast with arched cavities like a majestic temple. 
' t Flora is the Goddess of modern Botany, and Fanna of 
modem .Zoology : hence the papiis of Linnaeas call thehr 
books ^ora Angiiea— Fauna Datiica, &c. * The Flora of thess 
islands contained thirty new plants/ 

t In New Zealand is a flag, of which the natives make their 
nets and cordage. The fibres of this vegetable are longer and 
stronger than oar hemp and flax; and some, manafactored in 
London, is as white and glossy as fine silk. This valuable ve- 
getable will probably grow in onr climate. 

§ Thekangoroo is an animal'pecaliar to those climates: it .is 
JNtrpetoally jumping along on its hind legs, its fore lees being 
too short to be used in the manner of other quadrupeds. 

H * The poi-bird, common in those countries, has feathers of 
a fine mazarine blue, except those of tlie neck, whidi are of a 
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A giant bat*, with leaflMm wiagi otiAapn§dp 
Umbrellk lii^ty hangs qvivwtes o>r ker liMd. , 
As o'er the oliff lier gmDoftil itept aha banda. 
On glittering wing bar infaei train attenda. • 
With diamond eye liar loaly tribea aurcy 
Their goddeM nyaq^ and gambol in tOia tpnj* 
With earnest gaae ike stiU anamoimd anm 
Mark the &ir finms, and ai tiiay paia pmana; 
But round tiie fteepy rooks and dangoraoaatnui^ 
Rolls the white sorf t«. SBd Mpwnok gnaads te 
So, when of oLd^ Sioflian shores along^ pnd* 
Enchanting sirens triUM the* alluring song. 
Bound to ^e mast tiia duifw^d TOyasasha a i^ 
And drinks tiia sweet tones wilh inaafiifi m/n; 
Strains the strong oiMrdSi npbraida tha praspcfoaa 
gale, . - 

And sighs, as Wisdom spreads tiia Hying sail* ' 

Now leads Benevolence tilia dattlned way, j 

AVhere aU tiie loTsa in Otahaitastraj. 
To bid the arts disclose tiieir wondrous pawem. 
To bid the yirtues consecrate the bowers. 
She gives her hero to its blooming plain : — 
Nor has he wander'd, has he bled in nuor! 



beantiftil rilver jp^ay, and tiro or threo Aort while l,.,.^ —i.^ 
are in the pinioa joint of the wiof . UiMier kt thr^al haaf 
two littJe tarts of /rarled white feathers, called its fete, whkh, 
being the Otahdtan word for earrings, occaslunrd o«r gieiec 
that name to the bird; which is nut more remarhable for the 
l>eauty of it* plamage than for the melody of its note.* 



• The bats which Captain Cook saw in some of these oom- 
trios were of incredible dimensions, roeasarioff three flMt ead 
a half in breadth when their wings were ejctenoed. i 



t ' As we passed this island many of its trees had aa i 
appearance, and the richness of the TefdUiiioB medilBTlIca 
oiir natnralists to land; bnt their earned wishes weae la Tate 
from the dangerons reefs and the violence of die serSk* 
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His lips persuasive charm the' uncultured youth, 
Teach wisdom's lore, and point the path 6f truth ! 
See ! chasten'd love * in softer glances flows ; 
See ! with new fires parental duty glows. 
Thou smiling Eden of the southern wave, 
Oould not, alas ! thy grateful wishes save 
That angel goodness which had bless'd thy plain ? 
Ah ! vain thy gratitude, thy wishes vain ! 
On a far distant and remorseless shore, 
Where human fiends their dire libations pour; 
Where treachery, hovering o*er the blasted heath, 
Poises with ghastly smile the darts of death ; 
Pierced by their venom*d points your favourite 

bleeds. 
And on his limbs the lust of hunger feeds ! 
Thus when of old the muse-bom Orpheus bore 
Fair arts and virtues to the Thracian shore ; 
Struck with sweet energy the warbling wire, 
And pour'd persuasion from the immortal lyre ; 
As soften'd brutes, the waving woods among, 
Bow'd their weak heads and listened to the song ; 
Near and more near, with rage and tumult loud, 
Round the bold bard the' inebriate maniacs crowd- 
Red on the' ungrateful soil his life-blood svnms, 
And fiends and furies tear his quivering limbs. 

Gay Eden of the south, thy tribute pay. 
And raise, in pomp of woe, thy Cook's Moral t ! 

• Captain Cook observes, in lais second voyage, tliat the 
wooieu of Otaheile were grown more modest, and that the 
barbarons practice of destroying their children was lessened. 

t The moral is a kind of foneral altar which the people of 
Oubeite raise to the memory of their deceased frienns. I'hey 
brUif to it a daily tribute of froits, flowers, and the pinmage 
of birds. The chief motrner wanders aroand it in a state of 
apparent distraction, shrieking ftorionsly. and striking at In- 
tervals a shark's tooth into her head. All people fly ntr, as 
•he alms at woondlng not only herself bat others. 
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Bid mild Omiah bring his choices stores^ 
The juicy fruits and the luxuriant flowers^ 
Bring the bright plumes that drink the torrid fVff 
And strew the lavish spoil on Cook's moral ! 
Come, Oberea, hapless fiedr one! come. 
With piercing shrieks bewail thy hero's doom! — 
She comes ! — she gazes round with dire survey!-^ 
Oh ! fly the mourner on her frantic way. 
See ! see ! the pointed ivory wounds that head 
Where late the Loves impurpled roses spread; 
Now stain'd with gore, her raven tresses flow 
In ruthless negligence of maddening woe; 
Loud she laments! — and long the nymph shall 

stray 
With wild unequal steps round Cook's moral ! 

But ah ! aloft on Albion's rocky steep. 
That frowns incumbent o'er the boiling deep. 
Solicitous and sad, a softer form 
Eyes the lone flood and deprecates the storm.— 
Ill fated matron ! — far, alas ! in vain 
Thy eager glances wander o'er the main ! — 
Tis the vex'd billows that insurgent rave. 
Their white foam silvers yonder distant wave, 
*Tia not his sails ! — ^thy husband comes no more ! 
His bones now whiten an accursed shore ! — 
Retire,— for hark ! the seagull shrieking scan, 
The lurid atmosphere portentous lours ; 
Night's sullen spirit groans in every gale. 
And o'er the waters draws the darkling yeil. 
Sighs in thy hair, and chills thy throbbing breast, 
Go, wretched mourner! — ^weep thy 'griefs to rest; 
Yet, though through life is lost each fond delight, 
Though set thy earthly sun in dreary night, • 
Oh I raise thy thoxLg)i\» \o i<sw\« ^NKtrj ^^^a^^ 
-Ajid own thy sotto^ ^e\fia\i>>N«^^^^^^^\ 



MONODIES AND FUNEREAL ELEGIES. 241 

Since, while Britannia, to his yirtues just, [bust; 
Twines the bright wreath and rears the' immortal 
While on each wind of heaven his fame shall rise 
In endless incense to the smiling skies ; - 
The' attendant power, that bade his sails expand 
And waft heir blessings to each barren land, 
Now raptured bears him to the' immortal plains. 
Where Mercy hails him with congenial strains ; 
Where soars, on Joy*s white plnme, his spirit free. 
And angels choir him, while he waits for thee. 

ANNA SEWARD. 



THE GRAVE OF HOWARD. 

Spirit of Death! whose outstretched pennons 

dread 
Wave o'er the world beneath their shadow spread, 
Who darkly speedest on thy destined way. 
Mid shrieks and cries and sounds of dire dismay ; 
Spirit ! behold thy victory — assume 
A form more terrible, an ampler plume ; 
For he, who wander'd o'er the world alone. 
Listening to Misery's universal moan ; 
He who, sustain'd by Virtue's arm sublime, 
Tended the sick and poor from clime to clime, 
Low in the dust is laid — thy noblest opoil ! 
And Mercy ceases from her awful toil ! 

Twas where the pestilence at thy command 
Arose to desolate the sickening land. 
When many a mingled cry and dying prayer 
Resounded to the listening midnight air, 
When deep dismay heard not the t[eKV!a^«sX>s3DsS\^ 
And the wan carcass festered as it ic^ > 

VOL, rr. \ \ 
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Twas there, with holy virtue's awfiil mieiiy 
Amid the sad sights of that fearful sceney 
Calm he was found : the dews of death he dried. 
He spoke of comfort to the poor that cried; 
He watch*d the fading eye, the flagging breath, 
Ere yet the languid sense was lost in death ; 
And, with that look protecting angels wear. 
Hung o'er the dismal couch of pale despair ! 

Friend>of mankind ! thy righteous task is o'er; 
The heart that throbb'd with pity beats no 'more. 

Around the limits of this rolling sphere, 
Whene'er the just and good thy tale shall hear, 
A tear shall fall ; alone, amidst the gloom 
Of the still dungeon, his long sorrow's tomb. 
The captive, mourning o'er his chain, shall bend 
To think the cold earth hides his only Mend ! — 
He who with labour draws his wasting breath 
On the forsaken silent bed of death. 
Remembering thy last look and anxious eye. 
Shall gaze around, unvisited, and die. [shed. 

Friend of mankind, farewell ! these tears we 
So nature dictates, o'er thy earthly bed ; 
Yet we forget not it was his high will. 
Who saw thee virtue's arduous task fulfil. 
Thy spirit from its toil at last should rest ; 
So wills thy God, and what He wills is best ! 

Thou hast encounter'd dark disease's train. 
Thou hast conversed with poverty and pain. 
Thou hast beheld the dreariest forms of woe 
That through this mournful vale unfriended go ; 
And pale with sympathy hast paused to hear 
The saddest plaints e'er told to human ear. 
Of) then, the task fulfill'd, the trial o'er. 
Where sickness, want,and pain are known no more ! 
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How awful did thy lonely track appear, 
Enlightening misery's benighted sphere ! 

As when an angel all serene goes forth 
To still the raging tempest of the north, 
The' embattled clouds that hid the struggling day 
Slow from his face retire in dark array ; 
On the black waves, like promontories hung, 
A light, as of the orient morn, is fiung^ 
Till blue and level heaves the silent brine. 
And the new lighted rocks at distance shine : 
E'en so didst thou go forth with cheering eye — 
Before thy looks the shades of misery fly ; 
So didst thou hush the tempest, stilling wide 
Of human woe the loud lamenting tide. 

Nor shall the spirit of those deeds expire. 
As fades the feeble spark of vital fire. 
But beam abroad, and cheer with lustre mild 
Humanity's remotest prospects wild, , . 

Till this frail orb shall from its sphere be hurl'd, 
Till final ruin hush the murmuring world. 
And all its sorrows, at the awful blast 
Of the' archangel's trump, be but as shadows past ! 

Relentless Time, that steals with silent tread,' 
Shall tear away the trophies of the dead ; 
Fame, on the pyramid's aspiring top. 
With sighs shall her recording trumpet drop ; . 
The feeble characters of Glory's hand 
Shall perish, like the tracks upon the sand ; 
But not with these expire the sacred flame 
Of virtue, or the good man's awful name. 
Howard ! it matters not that far away 
From Albion's peaceful shore thy bones decay. 
Him it might please, by whose sustaining hand 
Thy steps were led through many a distant landy 
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Thy long^ind last abode should there be fo1^ld, 
Where many a savage nation prowls aroimd; 
That Virtue from the hallowed spot might rise 
And, pointing to the finished sacrifice, 
Teadi to the roving Tartar's savage clan 
Lessons of love, and higher aims of man. 
The hoary chieftain, who thy tale shall hear, 
Pale on thy grave shall drop his faltering spear; 
The cold, unpitying Cossack thirst no more 
To bathe his burning falchion deep in gore. 
Relentless to the cry of carnage speed. 
Or urge o'er gasping heaps his panting steed ! 

Nor vain the thought that fairer hence mmj rise 
New views of life and wider charities. 
Far from the bleak Riphean mountains hoar. 
From the cold Don, or Wolga's wandering shore. 
From many a shady forest's lengthening tract, 
From many a dark descending cataract. 
Succeeding tribes shall come, and, o'er the place 
Where sleeps the general friend of human race. 
Instruct their children what a debt they owe, 
Speak of the man who trod the paths of woe ; 
Then bid them to their native woods depart. 
With new bom virtue aching at their heart. 

When o'er the sounding Euxine's stormy tides 
In hostile pomp the Turk's proud navy rides. 
Bent on the frontiers of the' imperial Czar 
To pour the tempest of vindictive war ; 
If onward to those shores they haply steer 
Where, Howard, thy cold dust reposes near. 
Whilst o'er the wave the silken pennants stream. 
And seen far off the golden crescents gleam. 
Amid the pomp of war the swelling breast 
Shall feel a still unwontie^ aw^'xBiV«^»«?^, 
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And the relenting Pagan turn aside 

To think — on yonder shore the Christian died ! 

But thou, O Briton, doom'd perhaps to roam 
An exile many a year and far from home, 
If ever fortune thy lone footsteps leads ** 
To the wild Nieper's banks and whispering reeds, 
O'er Howard's grave thou shalt impassioned bend, 
As if to hold sad converse with a friend. 
Whate'er thy fate upon this various scene, 
Where'er thy weary pilgrimage has been, 
There shalt thou pause ; and, shutting from thy 
Some vain regrets that oft unbidden start, [heart 
Think upon him, to every lot resigned, 
Who wept, who toil'd, who perish'd for mankind. 

For me who musing, Howard, on thy fate. 
These pensive strains at evening meditate, 
I thank thee for the lessons thou hast taught 
To mend my heart or animate my thought. 
I thank thee, Howard, for that av^ful view 
Of life which thou hast drawn, most sad, most true. 
Thou art no more ! and the frail fading bloom 
Of this poor offering dies upon thy tomb : 
Beyond the transient sound of earthly praise 
Thy virtues live, perhaps, in seraphs' lays ! 
I, borne in thought to the wild Nieper's wave. 
Sigh to the reeds that whisper o'er thy grave. 

BOWIJCS, 
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VERSES 

WRltTEN IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY, AFTER THE 
FUNERAL OF THE RT. HON. C. J. FOX, 

Whoe*er thou art, approach, and, with a sigh, 
Mark where the small remains of greatness lie. 
There sleeps the dust of him for ever gone ; 
How near the scene where once his glory shone! 
And, though no more ascends the voice of prayer, 
Though the last footsteps cease to linger there, 
Still like an awful dream that comes again, 
Alas ! at best as transient and as vain, 
Still do I see (while through the vaults of 'night 
The funeral song once more proclaims the rite) 
The moving pomp along the shadovry isle. 
That, like a darkness, filled the solemn pile ; 
The' illustrious line, that in long order led. 
Of those that loved him living, mourned him dead ; 
Of those, the few, that for their country stood 
Round him who dared be singularly good ; 
All, of all ranks, that claimed him for their own ; 
And nothing wanting — but himself alone ! 

Oh say, of him now rests there but a name ; 
Wont, as he was, to breathe ethereal flame ! 
friend of the absent ! guardian of the dead * ! 
Who but would here their sacred sorrows shed ? 
(Such as he shed on Nelson's closing grave ; 
How soon to claim the sympathy he gave !) 

* A lluding particularly to bis speech on moving a new writ 
for the borough of Tav'wlock, ^Mt\i\<ft,v?ftR.. 
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In him, resentful of another's wrong, 
'the dumb were eloquent, the feeble strong. 
Truth from his lips a charin celestial drew — 
Ah, who so mighty and so gentle too ? 

What though with war the madding nations rung, 
* Peace,* when he spoke, dwelt ever on his tongue ! 
Amidst the frowns of power^ the tricks of state, 
Fearless, resolved, and negligently great ! 
In vain malignant vapours gathered round ; 
He walk'd erect on consecrated ground. 
The clouds that rise to quench the orb of day 
Reflect its splendour and dissolve away ! 

When in retreat he laid his thunder by 
For letter*d ease and calm philosophy, 
Bless'd were his hours within the silent grove. 
Where still his godlike spirit deigns to rove; 
Blessed by the orphan's smile, the widow's prayer, 
For many a deed long done in secret there. , 
There shone his lamp ou Homer's hallow'd page, 
There, listening, sat the hero and the sage ; 
And they, by virtue and by blood allied. 
Whom most he loved, and in whose arms he died. 

Friend of all humankind ! not here alone 
(The voice, that speaks, was not to thee unknown) 
Wilt thou be miss'd. — O'er every land and sea 
Long, long shall England be revered in thee ! 
And, when the storm is hush'd — ^in distant year* — 
Foes on thy grave shall meet, and. mingle tears ! 

ROGERS. 



248 raSGANT EXTRACTS. P. Tin. 

THE 

NEGRO'S LAMENT FOR MUNGO PARK. 

Where the wild Joliba 

Rolls his deep waters 
Sate at their eTening toil 

Airic's dark daughters ; 
Where the thick mangroves 

Broad shadows were flinging, 
Each o*er her lone loom 

Bent moumfally singing — 
* Alas ! for the white man ! o'er deserts a ranger, 
No more shall we welcome the white-bosom'd 

stranger ! 

^ Through the deep forest 

Fierce lions are prowling ; 
^Mid thickets entangling 

Hyenas are howling ; 
There should he wander, 

Where danger lurks ever, 
To his home, where the sun sets, 

Return shall he never. 
Alas ! for the white man! o'er deserts a ranger, 
No more shall we welcome the white.lxNM>m*d 

stranger ! 

' The hands of the Moor 

In his wrath do they bind him ? 

Oh ! sealed is his doom 

If the savage Moor find him. 

More fierce than hyenas, 
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Through darkness advancing, 
Is the curse of the Moor, 

And his eyes' fiery glancing ! 
Alas! for the white man! o'er deserts a ranger, 
No more shall we welcome the white-bosom'd 

stranger ! 

* A voice from the desert ! 

*' My wilds do not hold him ; 
Pale thirst doth not rack, 

Nor the sand-storm infold him. 
The death gale passed by. 

And his breath fail'd to smother, 
Yet ne'er shall he wake 

To the voice of his mother !" 
Alas 1 for the white man ! o'er deserts a ranger, 
No more shall we welcome the white-bosom'd 

stranger! 

' O loved of the Lotus 

Thy waters adorning, 
Pour, Joliba ! pour 

Thy full streams to the morning ! 
The halcyon may fly 

To thy wave as her pillow ; 
But woe to the white man 

Who trusts in thy billow ! 
Alas! for the white man! o'er deserts a ranger. 
No more shall we welcome the white-bosom'd 

stranger ! 

< He launch'd his light balrk. 
Our fond warnings despising, 

And sail'd to the land 

Where the day beams are rising. 
VOL. rv. K n 
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Hifl wife from her bower - 

May look forth in her sorrow. 
But he shall ne'er come 
To her hope of to-morrow ! 
Alas! for the white man! o'er deserts a ranger, 
No more shall we welcome the white-bosom'd 
stranger !' 

p. M. JAMES. 



ON THE 

V 

DEATH OF SIR PETER PARKER. 

There is a tear for all that die, 
A mourner o'er the humblest grave ; 

But nations swell the funeral cry, 
And Triumph weeps above the brave. 

For them is Sorrow's purest sigh 
O'er ocean's heaving bosom sent ; 

In vain their bones unburied lie, 
All earth becomes their monument ! 

A tomb is theirs on every page, 

An epitaph on every tongue : 
The present hour, the future age 

For them bewail, to them belong. 

For them the voice of festal mirth 

Grows hnsh'd, their name the only sound ; 

While deep remembrance pours to worth 
The goblet's tributary round. 

A theme to crowds that knew them not, 

Lamented by admiring foes, 
Who would not share their glorious lot ? 

Who would not die the death they chose f 
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And, gallajit Parker ! thus enshrined 
Thy life, thy fall, thy fame shall be ; 

And early valour, glowing, find 
A model in thy memory. 

Bat there are breasts that bleed with thee 

In woe that glory cannot quell, 
And shuddering hear of victory 

Where one so dear, so dauntleiB fell. 

Where shall they turn to mourn thee less ? 

When cease to hear thy cherish'd name? 
Time cannot teach forgetfulness 

While Grief's full heart is fed by Fame. 

Alas ! for them, though not for thee, 
They cannot choose but weep the more ; 

Deep for the dead the grief must be 
Who ne*er gave cause to mourn before. 

BYRON. 



DIRGE 

FOR THE MURDERED PATRIOTS OF SPAIN. 

Weep not o*er the noble brave, 

Who for Freedom perish'd; 
Life they gladly, proudly gave 

For the cause they cherish'd ! 

Though their course was short, they fell 
Crown'd with brightest .glory; 

And their sacred names shall dwell 
Shrined in deathless story ! 
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Where each hero slumbermg Hes, 

Mortal labours ended. 
Bring the warrior's, martyr's prize. 

Palm and laurel blended. 

Not in vain shall they expire ! 

Still our path illuming, 
From their ashes spreads a fire 

Slavery'^ bands consuming. 

Tremble, tyrant! nods thy power! 

Thou shalt sink despairing ! 
Yet shall dawn the fated hour, 

Sternest vengeance bearing. 

But where calm each hero lies. 

All his labours ended. 
Bring the warrior's, martyr's prize, 

Palm and laurel blended. 

When at length our night of woe 

Shall its reign surrender. 
And the sun of freedom glow. 

Orbed in all its splendor. 

Then shall grateful crowds, ye brave ! 

Patriot anthems singing, 
Visit oft your hallow'd grave. 

Flowers and odours bringing. 

Now, where calm each hero lies. 

All his labours ended, 
Bring the warrior's, martyr's prize. 

Palm and laurel blended. 

i 81 7. ^. l^» TklCTWWQ' 
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EPICEDIUM 

ON THE DEATH OF LORD NELSON. 

While notes of triumph swell the gale, 
Why sits Britannia sad and pale 

In the hour of victory ? 
She mourns her gallant hero dead, 
She weeps that matchless Nelson bled. 
And pensiye bows her laurel'd head, 

In the hour of victory ! 

' O chief/ she cries, * to Britons dear, 
For thee be shed Britannia's tear 

In the hour of victory ! 
Chief of the lion's dauntless soul, 
From Egypt's shore to Norway's pole 
Twas thine to bid my thunders roll 

In the hour of victory ! 

For thee shall spotless honour grieve. 
And cypress midst his laurels weave. 

In the hour of victory ! 
On thee shall grateful memory dw^U, 
And ages yet unborn shall tell 
How Nelson fought, how Nelson fell 

In the hour of victory! 

Heir of immortal glory now. 
Protector of the brave be thou 

In the hour of victory ! 
Teach thou the valiant, good, and great 
Thy high exploits to emulate. 
And fearless smile like thee on fate 

In the hour of victory I 
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LAMENT 

FDR JAMESy EARL OF GUE3fCJURX. 

The wind blew hollow frae the hillsy 

By fits the son's departing beam 
Look'd on the fading yellow woods 

That waved o'er Lugar's winding stream: 
Beneath a craigy steep, a bard. 

Laden with years and meikle pain. 
In loud lament bewail'd his lord. 

Whom death had all untimely ta'en. 

He lean'd him to an ancient aik. 

Whose trunk was mouldering down witk years ; 
His locks were bleached white wi' time ! 

His hoary cheek was wet wi' tears ! 
And as he touch'd his trembling ^arp. 

And as he tuned his doleftd sang. 
The winds, lamenting through their caves, 

To echo bore the notes alang. 

* Ye scatter'd birds that faintly sing. 

The reliques of the vernal quire ! 
Ye woods that shed on a' the winds 

The honours of the aged year ! 
A few short months, and glad and gay 

Again yell charm the ear and ee; 
But nocht in a' revolving time 

Can gladness bring again to me. 

M am a bending aged tree, 

That long has stood the wind and rain ; 
But now has come a ctvlsI blasts 

And my last \io\d ol eatVJtiSs %^3afc\ 
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Nae leaf o' mine shall greet the spring, 

Nae simmer sun exalt my bloom ; 
But I maun lie before the storm. 

And ithers plant them in my room. 

' IVe seen sae mony cbangefu' years,, 

On earth I am a stranger grown ; 
I wander in the ways of men, 

Alike unknowing and unknown : 
Unheard, unpitied, unrelieved, 

I bear alane my lade o' care, 
For silent, low, on beds o* dust. 

Lie a' that would my sorrows share. 

*■ And last (the sum of a' my griefs !) 

My noble master lies in clay ; 
The flower amang our barons bold, 

His country's pride, his country's stay : 
In weary being now I pine. 

For a' the life of life is dead. 
And hope has left my aged ken. 

On forward wing for ever fled. 

' Awake thy last sad voice, my harp \ 

The voice of woe and wild despair ! 
Awake, resound thy latest lay. 

Then sleep in silence evermair ! 
And thou, my last, best, only friend, 

That fiUest an untimely tomb. 
Accept this tribute from the bard 

Thou broughtst from fortune's mirkest gloom. 

' In poverty's low barren vale, 

Thick mists, obscure, involved me round ; • 
Though oft I tum'd the wistful eye. 

No ray of fame was to be founds 
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Tfaon fonnd'st me, like the morning gun 
That melts the fogs in limpid air; 

The friendless bard and rustic song 
Became alike thy fostering care. 

' Oh! why has wortii so short a date, 

While villains ripen gray with time ? 
Most thou, the noble, generous, great. 

Fall in bold manhood's hardy prime ! 
Why did I live to see that day? 

A day to me so fuUof woe ! 
Oh ! had I met the mortal shaft 

Which laid my benefactor low ! 

' The bridegroom may forget the bride 

Was made his wedded wife yestreen ; 
The monarch may forget the crown 

That on his head an hour has been; 
The mother may forget the diild 

ThAt smiles sae sweetly on her knee ; 
But I'll remember thee, Glencaim, 

And a' that thou hast done for me !' 



BUKMS. 



VERSES 

ON THE DEATH OF MRS. O'NEILL. 

Like a poor ghost the night I seek; 

Its hollow winds repeat my sighs ; 
The cold dews mingle on my cheek 

With tears that wander from mine eyes. 

The thorns that still my couch molest 
Have robb*d these heavy eyes of sleep; 

But though deprived of tranquil rest, 
I here at least am frde to weep. 
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Twelve times the moon, that rises red 
0*er yon tall wood of shadowy pine, 

Has fill'd her orb, since low was laid, 
My Harriet! that sweet form of thine ! 

While each sad month, as slow it pass'd, 
Brought some new sorrow to deplore ; 

Some grief more poignant than the last, 
But thou canst calm those griefs no more. 

No more thy friendship soothes to rest 
This wearied spirit tempest-toss*d : 

The cares that weigh upon my breast 
Are doubly felt since thou art lost. 

Bright visions of ideal grace 

That the young poet* s dreams inflamie 

Were not more lovely than thy face, 
Were not more i>erfect than thy frame. 

Wit, that no suffering coidd impair. 

Was thine, and thine those mental powers 

Of force to chase the fiends that tear 

From Fancy's hands her budding flowers. 

0*er what, my angel friend, thou wert 
Dejected Memory loves to mourn ; 

Regretting still that tender heart. 
Now withering in a distant urn ! 

But ere that wood of shadovry pine # 

Twelve times shall yon full orb behold. 

This sickening heart that bleeds for thine, 
My Harriet! — may like thine be cold ! 

CHARLOTTE SMITH. 
VOL. IV. L L 
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ELEGIAC LINES ON MRS. LEFROT. ' 

Dbkp grief is dumb; else long ago, dear shade, 
To thee the moamfal Muse her rites had paid : 
Whelm'd with the stroke, e'en now wj palsied 
Struggles with feeble effort at the strain : [brain 
The fountain of my former tears is dry; 
And wan despair sits fix'd in either eye. 

Ah ! Time, that boasts to mellow down llie hoes 
Of wild regret, and o'er her form diflfiise 
A soothing sadness, teaches me to know 
With keener certainty my darkening woe ! 
At every care and every rising joy, [employ, 
Each task that would my wandering tfaoogbls 
The morning ramble and the evening toil. 
Through life I look'd for thy consoling smile ! 
But now, whene'er I learning's page unroll. 
And strive by studious pains to raise my soul. 
Soon as in vain I seek thy cheering look, [book ! 
Down from my unclasping hands descends the 

Forgetful of my loss, if transient fire 
Impels these hands to seize the silent lyre. 
To thee I bid it pour its trembling tone ! — 
Thou hearest not! — it breathes a dying moan; 
And instantly the rising spirit's flown ! 
Sometimes I wake from some enchanting dream 
Bright with the Muse's rainbow-tinctured beam, 
Or decked with golden pomp, and all the show 
That bold ambition's gorgeous flames bestow ; 
Glowing, I haste my raptures to impart. 
But thou, alas ! art gone ; and to my heart 
Cold chilling damps of hopeless anguish dart. 
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Loveliest of human beings, sister, friend, 
Instructor, guardian, where can ever end 
The praise that to thy angel worth belongs ; 
Worth that has e'en transcended poet's songs ! 

In every walk of life, beloved, adored. 
How have all ranks thy hapless fate deplored ! 
How did thy liberal hand and melting voice 
Bid the chilPd heart of Poverty rejoice ! 
Amid the circles, of the rich and wise. 
How spake the mental radiance of thine eyes! 
How eharm'd the wisdom of thy flowing tongue ! 
How from thy breast the love of ahgels sprung ! 

But while thy mortal relics slumber here. 
Moistened by Love's, by Friendship's^ Virtue's 
Thy blissful spirit, O exalted saint, [tear, 

Which not the mixture of earth's mould could taint. 
Wanders triumphant; and the swelling lyre. 
Touched by thy human hands with hallow'd fire, 
Around the throne, where singing seraphs blaze. 
Strikes in glad notes to thy Creator's praise ! 

SIR E. BRYDGES. 



ON LAURENCE POLWHELE, 

WHO DIED AN INFANT. 

Through the long night my cradled child 
Drew quick his feeble breath, 

And vainly stretch'd his quivering arms 
Amidst the shades of death. 

The daystar rose ; the redbreast pour'd 

A note to dawning day ; 
His spirit, ere the note expired, ' 

Had pass'dy serene, away. 
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And oh I it left in pale repose 

A smile upon his cheek ; 
Thus, through the still cold gloom, I viewed 

The placid morning break. 

Dear babe ! that warbled strain I hear 

Thy pensive requiem sweet ; 
As, lifting up the coffin lid, 

Those features mild I meet. 

And placed in either lifeless palm, * 

And on thy breast, the flowers 
That fade so fast, and seem to say 

How short thine infant hours. 

But thou art spared full many a pang, 

Escaped from sin and care ; 
And ever shall a Saviour's love 

Such sainted children share. 

^ Hail, with affection hail,^ he cries, , 

' These spotless babes of Grace : 
For lo ! their angels e'er behold 

In heaven my father's face.' 

Thither I see the seraph vnngs 

Earth's little stranger bear — 
Thee, Laurence ! child of Innocence ! 

Thine angel greets thee there. 

RET. R. POLWHELE. 
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ELEGIES. 

I. 

B¥ bubbling fountain, and by mossy cell. 
Where haunt the nymphs, and where the Muses 

dwell, 
While tangled branches scarce admit the day, 
And the rill murmurs o'er its pebbly way, 
Shall no bright vision rise the shades among. 
And bid the echoing grove repeat the song ? 
Wreathed round the alder and the lofty pine. 
Here woodbines mix their sweets with eglantine ; 
The rose puts forth her bloom, the myrtle fair 
Expands her flowers, nor dreads the northern air ; 
The gentle fairies here their sports renew, 
What time the grassy bank is gemm'd with dew. 
Soft is the moonlight on the balmy plain. 
Soft is the breeze, and Philomela's strain ; 
But she for whom the fragrant myrtle blew. 
For whom the rose was fresh with nightly dew. 
The woodbine and the eglantine were sweety 
And the soft herbage courted fairy feet ; 
She for whose sake the bower was taught to grow, 
The spring to gurgle, and the rill to flow, 
Lies cold in death. Thy song has lost its power, 
Sweet nightingale ! be mute ! The Muse inspires 

no more ! 
Alas, involved in everlasting gloom. 
Sleep the pale dead within the silent tomb ? 
Vain are those oracles which prophets old 
Would oft in high mysterious song unfold? 
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And that fond hope the soul shall yet remain. 
Does reason prompt, and Heaven command in vain ? 

Oh, by our loves, whose pure and constant flame, 
If death prevail not, still must bum the same ! 
The years on wings of pleasure taught to fly ! 
Affection's smile, and rapture's glowing sigh ! 
By those dear pledges, by that lovely train, 
Which yet unconscious of their loss remain ; 
And while their smiles impart a short relief, 
Inquire for thee, and bid me wake to grief! 
Oh, if thou livest, in all thy beauty rise, 
Pure once on earth, now purer in the skies ! 
Come, with that winning grace, a nameless spell 
Which poets feel, but which no verse can tell ! 
Upon thy cheek let opening roses bloom. 
Thy voice be music, and thy breath per^une ; 
While conscious smiles thy glowing lips adorn. 
And from thine eyes beams soft the rising mom ! 
Once more — Oh, give me those soft eyes to see, 
And Love their gentle radiance bend on me ! 

Vain fruitless wish ! Inexorable fate 
Has fix'd the bounds of man's imperfect state ; 
To empyrean climes the spirit flies 
Beyond our feeble day and grosser skies : 
Nor to our frail and erring sense is given 
To view the bless'd inhabitants of heaven. 

Swift fly the years, the hours, the minutes fly. 
Which ope. the blazing portals of the sky ! 
We see the limits of the world below ; 
That awful passage to the next we know. 
All else is wrapp'd in darkness and in night, 
Or hid beneath inBufl*erable light. 
Escaped, at length, upon that happy shore 
Shall friends and lovers greet, the tempest o'er f 
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Or shall the soul, from mortal shackles free, 
Rise o'er the spheres, and mix with Deity ? 
Oh weakness, from which reason turns aside I 
Oh false philosophy and daring pride ! 
Reptiles of earth, before the', eternal throne, 
We question him who lives and reigns alone ! 
Down, down, my swelling heart ! be still resign'd ! 
Firm be my faith, and firm my grateful mind! 
With God is peace and joy and love and rest; 
And he who made us, made us to be bless'd. 



\ 



n. 

Flow, gentle stream, upon whose flowery shore 
Soft music breathes and fairies haunt no more ! 
Flow, gentle stream, thy lingering waters move 
No more delighted through the bowers of Love. 
No roses now thy mournful banks adorn. 
Nor violet scents for thee the breeze of mom ! 
Flow, gentle stream, with rapid current flow, 
Ere thy soft echoes learn the notes of woe : 
Ere falling tears thy lucid breast profane. 
And send thy wave polluted to the main ! 

Here the dark yew her baneful shade extends, 
The cypress in funereal pomp ascends, 
And willows o'er the consecrated urn 
Spread their pale arms and, drooping, seem to 

mourn. 
Night fills the place vnth terror and with gloom, 
And lurid spectres burst the marble tomb. 
The ancient lords of yon embattled tower *, 
Hovering amidst the relics of their power, 

• The tower at Elton. 
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With wrathfol gesture and deep groanSy deplore 
Their glory vanished, and their race no more I 
Not so sad * Mary's injured form appears : 
In death still lovely, shining still in tears. 
She mourns the beauty Nature gave in Tain, 
And kingdoms lost to drag a galling chain. 
Yet nothing humbled, in her grief a queen, 
A generous calm upon her brow is seen; 
With spirit unsubdued she meets her fate. 
And rises greater from her rival's hate ; 
That haughty rival, vehose relentless mind 
Nor pity touch'd nor faith had poveer to bind. 

Come, royal Mary, fair and gentle shade ! 
Ne'er shall my verse a soul so soft upbraid. 
Compassion, shedding drops of kindly dew. 
Shall with her veil thy failings hide fixnn view; 
Nor Damley's wrongs nor Bothwell'sloire appear, 
Thy softness and thy fate alone remember'd hare. 
Oh, come, thy woe with equal woe combine. 
And mix thy sighs, and mix thy tears withMiine; 
"Amidst my tears shalt thou lamented be ; 
Amidst my sighs a sigh shall burst for thee. 
Thou too with me in sorrow bear a part. 
Thou too deplore the mistress of my heart. 
I ask no soothing balm, no soft relief 
But this, the sad society of Grief. 
Is there not grief, which no oblivion knows. 
But still looks back with pain, nor can in Death 

repose ? 
This cavern be my roof, this stone my bed : 
Welcome, ye spirits of the mournful dead 1 
Here while I musing sit vdll Fancy call 
No brighter visions from her airy hall ? 

• The scciifc \% \A 'y\vm ol^««Hwr«itM- 
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Fix'd on the dear idea let me dwell 
Of her 80 lately lost, and loved so well. 
Recall the' impassioned look, the tender name, : 
The fond exp^ssions of our mutual flame, 
,The glow of rapture and the yielding smile, 
Till fond illusion every sense beguile, 
My soul on Hope's ecstatic pinion rise 
And pierce the' eternal barrier of the skies, 
Faith be my guide along the starry way • 

Till Mercy bids unfold the gates of day. 
Lo ! the bright mansions of the world unknown ! 
The blaze of glory ! and the sovran throne ! 
The harmonies of heaven give forth their voice. 
Stars shout to star8,and worlds with worlds rejoice ! 
The' immortal choir, the hymn of praise I hear ! 
The cherubim and seraphim appear ! 
And that fair spirit, led by constant truth, 
Bright in the bloom of heaven's eternal youth? 
My wife, my best beloved, they lead along, 
And ring their harps and peal the nuptial song ! 

Visions of joy still hover o'er my head. 
No longer bitter are the tears I shed. 
No tear, no grief pollutes the realms above. 
There all who mourn have rest, and there still 
triumphs love. 

THE EARL OF CARYSFORT. 



ON THE DEATH OF A SISTER. 

From learned solitudes where Science reigns 
With undivided sway o'er Granta's plains ; 
From cloisters echoing with no vulgar noise, 
But vocal only to the Muse's voice \ 

VOL, IV. H M 
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Say, should the murmur of a sigk arise? 

Should tears e'er glisten in a student's eyes? 

Can study ease the soul to grief a prey. 

Books soothe the mind and charm our woes away ? 

Can they recall the peace for ever fled, 

Or calm my sorrows for a sister dead? ' 

Ah no ! in vain I read, in vain i>eruse 

What Plato taught, or woo the Mantuan Muse: 

At every pause my Mary's form appears, 

Awakes my memory, and renews my tears. 

My books I quit, and seek the lonely shades 
Where elms majestic rear their leafy heads ; 
Where Gothic domes and halls old Camus laves, 
And shows the classic temples in his waves. 
Even there that voice which wont to charm my ear, 
Borne in soft murmurs through the evening air, 
Seems sweetest music midst the waving trees. 
Then, lost in sighs, expires upon the breeze : 
In each lone walk my Mary's form appears. 
Awakes my memory, and renews my tears. 

Now to my couch in vain for rest I fly, 
No rest awaits, though slumbers close my eye. 
Maria comes, the same in form and face, 
Those eyes of jet, those dimples rich wiUi grace; 
I fondly gaze o'er all the well known charms. 
And snatch my lost Maria to my arms : 
My eager transports burst the happy sleep, 
I wake, to find 'twas but a dream, and weep. 

Oh! ye who round a parent's marble mourn 
' That virtuous age has reached the mortal bourn,' 
- Vain are your tears, those griefs unjust assuage. 
Age follows youth, and death succeeds to age. 
When spring's gay hours, when summer's joys are 

pass'd. 
The grave's chill winter then must come at last. 
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But when the budding rose of youth displays 
The golden promise of a length of days, 
Who but must weep to yiew the faded flower 
Cropp*d ere its prime, and in its springtide hour? 
Who but must weep that youth and early bloom 
Should fail to save a beauty from the tomb ? 

Where is that kindred soul by Heaven decreed* 
With her alone to live, with her to bleed; 
Who, if our prayers could Mary's fate prolong, 
With her had pass'd the maze of life along? 
Perhaps, unconscious of those tender ties. 
And her who calls him early to the skies, 
Perhaps e'en now his spirit flits away 
To join his Mary in the realms of day: 
Or far away on angel pinions borne, 
In regions fairer than the poet's mom, 
Through heaven's bright worlds they wing their 

happy flight, 
And wandering sail on floods of purest light 

Bless'd maid ! though now, where seraphs sweep 
the string, 
Where heavenly choirs to heavenly harpings sing. 
Though hymns divine salute thy ravish'd ears. 
Awake to all the music of the spheres, 
Yet, ah ! attend, a voice of tuneful woe 
Ascends in murmurs from the world below ; 
Like Abel's incense, now it dares to rise. 
Pass through the clouds and steal into the skies. 
If sighs may there be heard, if tears may flow. 
If angels e'er can taste a moment's woe. 
My sorrows hear, and with a sigh approve 
ThiB last sad tribute of a brother's love. 

HOBHOUSE. 
« Itt aHuloii to Dr. Wattt's beanUfnl tbeory of nnited souU. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A LADY. 

Oh ! snatch'd away in beautjr's bloom. 
On thee shall press no ponderous tomb ; 
But on thy turf shall roses rear 
Their leaves the earliest of the year, 
And the wild cypress wave in tender gloom: 

And oft by yon blue gashing stream 
Shall Sorrow lean her drooping head. 

And feed deep thought with many a dream. 
And lingering pause and lightly tread ; 
Fond wretch ! as if her step disturbed the dead ! 

Away ! we know that tears are rain. 
That Death nor hears nor heeds distreas : 

Will this unteach us to complain? 
Or make one mourner weep the less? 

And thou — ^who tell'st me to forget, 

Thy looks are wan, thine eyes are wet. 

BYRON. 



DIRGE. 




Low beneath that turf there sleeps 

Beauty's choicest treasure : 
Love, in anguish, o'er her weeps 

Vanished dreams of pleasure. 

Scatter oft, ye maidens, there 

Buds of dewy roses : 
Sweeter than those buds the fair 

Who now in death reposes. 

a. A. DAYENPOKT. 
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ELEGY, 

WmiTEN ABOUT THE YEAR 1738. 

Wrapp'd in a sable cloud the mom appears, 
And every object sorrow's liyery wears ; 
Slow more the leaden hours, my labouring breast 
Struggles beneath a weight of grief oppress'd; 
The swelling sighs burst forth, tears gushing flow, 
While all within is anarchy of woe. 

The sprightly lay and social converse wound 
My tortured ear with an ungrateful sound; 
Nor cheers the dance my unregarding eye, 
Flown is its grace and wonted harmony ; 
Music essays enchanting notes in vain. 
While sorrows mingle with the soothing strain ; 
Sink deeper to the heart, and melting move 
The kindred powers of pity and of love. 
For she is now no more to whom belong 
The dance, the lay, the converse, and the song ; 
Where every love with every grace was join'd. 
And sovereign reason with free mirth combined. ' 
> But lo ! Death folds her in his icy arms, 
And clothes in awful horrors all her charms, 
O'er the dim eye eternal slumber sheds. 
The clay-cold cheek with ghastly pale overspreads, 
Steals from the livid lip its fragrant bloom. 
Too early sunk within a dreary tomb ! 

Ah ! fruitless love ! and will you then pursue 
An object lost for ever to my view ? 
Lost thou shalt never be, immortal fair ! 
My mind shall still the dear idea bear ; 
There shalt thou present be, there ever live. 
And there the fulness of my heart receiye» 



J 
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In melancholy raptures will I trace 
Thy every charm and each transporting grace ; 
My faithfal memory shall passM days renew, 
Those happy moments that I pass'd with yon ; 
So shall each little circumstance be there. 
And each reflection shall draw fortii a tear. 

Ah ! now I may, without offence, proclaim 
A faithful, generous, and most secret flame. 
Which bum'd like those sepulchral lamps that 
The silent mansions of eternal night. [light 

EARL STDGENT. 



ELEGY 

ON THE DEATH OF A ¥OUNG LADY. 

Talk not of bliss below — Look round the ball ! 
'Tis false, and vain !— 'tis fading, fleeting all ! 
Lull'd in Security's illusive sleep. 
We dream of pleasures, and then wake to weep. 
Yet new delusions charm the cheated breast, 
And Hope persuades us we may still be bless'd. 
In fair succession to our eager eyes 
She bids Elysian scenes of beauty rise, 
By Fancy robed in glaring colours gay, 
Serene, and beaming vrith unclouded day ; 
But foe to every joy of humankind. 
Pale Disappointment stalks concealed behind ; 
O'er the bright scene she casts a sudden gloomy 
Fades all its glories — withers all its bloom; 
The frighted PleaBUT«« fty-^-tmcceeds the train 
Of Care and pimng Gnei wA«j?fwaE»%^i 
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Yes ! they are fled — with fair Amanda fled ! 
Lost in the dreary mansions of the dead ! 
O, blessed with all that could delight or moye. 
Whose soul was sweetness, and whose looks were 

love I 
With all that's noble, all thafs tender fraught, 
The woman's softness, and the sage's thought. 
The sainf s humility, the hero's fire. 
Beauty that raised, and awe that quench'd desire ; 
Hate, anger, envy were to her unknown ; 
She praised all worth, unconscious of her own ; 
Such was the form of piety she wore, 
As saints enraptured in their heaven adore; 
Sublime to strike, and pleasing to engage. 
Strict without rigour, zealous without rage ; 
Source of each generous aim, each thought refined, 
And warm with love to God and humankind : 
Were all her listed votaries like her, 
Villains would blush, and infidels revere. 
Ah ! thou hadst lived — could Virtue Death disarm. 
Could sweetness soften, or could beauty charm ! 
In vain thy parents saw with kindling eyes 
Fair and more fair thy growing graces rise : 
Just as thy charms reveal'd their blushing bloom. 
Just as thy virtues shed their full perfume, 
Touch'd by some blighting wind, or blasting ray. 
Shrunk the gay flower, and droop'd and died away ! 
And what remains — but unavailing woe, 
Sighs that still heave, and tears that ever flow. 
And fond remembrance that augments the smart, 
And all the thousand pangs that rend a parent's 

heart! 
O Resignation! Faith's soft soothing cV^vV^V 
Come with thy words, ttiy lookft ^^reo!^ \ss^^\ 
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Woe's wild emotioiiB lull to gentle rest; 

Poar holy balm into the bleeding breast; 

Be every passion, every murmur stilly 

And bend the struggling soul to Heaven*s high wilL 

Ye thoughtless youth! ye flaunting fluttering 
fair! 
One moment from the chase of pleasure spare. 
Ye that with Vanity's light baubles play. 
And trip secure in Folly's flowery way, 
Think how preccurious is your boasted bloom! 
Even while you laugh you totter o'er the tomb. 
Soon from the cheek may fade the rosy dye. 
The lip, love-whispering, wan and silent lie, 
Cold the warm breast that beat with gay desire, 
And quench'd the sparkling eye's ethereal fire. 

Heaven-bom Religion ! thine alone's the power 
With cheering ray to gild the gloomy hour, 
Soften the sigh, perfume the parting breath. 
And triumph in disease and smile in death. 

No sweeter accents poet ever sung 
Than those that flowed from her dear dying tongue ; 
It seem'd a sudden inspiration given ; 
O, then . she talk'd, she look'd, she breathed of 

heaven ! 
And, in full prospect of the realms of light, 
Seem'd half an angel ere she wing'd her flight! 

Now from her radiant bower she looks below 
On these sad scenes of vanity and woe ; 
As the tired storm-vex'd sailor, safe on land. 
Eyes the rough ocean from the tranquil strand, 
Aiid, while the foaming billows beat the shore. 
Enjoys the danger that he fear'd before. 

BlesS'd saint ! to memory for ever dear I 
What rightful honours shall adorn thy bier? 
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What last sad gift shall friendship's hand bestow? 

Not the stiff pageantry of pompous woe, 

The stately marble or the mimic bust, 

Vain arts of pride to dignify the dust ! 

No— ever loved, revered, lamented maid! 

Be to thy worth a nobler tribute paid, 

Of every virtuous breast the generous sigh, 

The tender tear of every melting eye ! 

To thy cold grave let weeping virgins come, 

And strew with transitory flowers the tomb, 

Faint emblems of thy fair, but ah ! too fading bloom. 

With pensive look peruse the lettered stone, 

And from thy virtues learn to form their own; 

Inspired by thy example, aim to be 

Meek, pious, wise, benevolent like thee I 

REV. H. MOORB. 



TO MARY IN HEAVEN. 
Tone — Mus Forbes* farewell to Bang, 

Thou lingering star, with lessening ray. 

That lovest to greet the early mom. 
Again thou usher'st in the day 

My Mary from my soul was torn. 

O Mary ! dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest? 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid? 

Hear*st thou the groans that rend his breast? 

That sacred hour can I forget ? 

Can I forget the hallow*d*grove. 
Where by the winding Ayr we met, 

To live one day of parting love ? 

VOL. IV. w M 

I 
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Eternity will not efface 

Those records dear of transports paaa'd ; 
Thy image at our last embrace; 

Ah! little thought we 'twas our last! 

Ayr gurgling kissM his pebbled shore, 

O'erhung with wild woods, thickening green; 

The fragrant birch and hawthorn hoar 

Twined amorous round the raptured scene. 

The flowers sprang wanton to be press'd. 
The birds sang lore on every spray. 

Till too, too soon, the glowing west 
Proclaimed the speed of winged day. 

Still o'er these scenes my memory wakes, 
And fondly broods with miser care ! 

Tone but the impression deeper makes. 
As streams their channels deeper wear. 

My Mary, dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy blissful placie of rest? 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid? 

Hear^st thou the groans that rend his breast? 

BURNS. 



AN ODE 

IN THE MASK OF ALFRED : 

SUNG BY A SHEPHERDESS WHO HAS LOST HER LOVER IN 

THE WARS. 

A YOUTH, adom'd with every art 
To warm and win the coldest heart, 

In secret mine possessed : 
The morning bud th&t ittheat blows, 
The vernal oak tbat atrwi^XRaN. ^bnw%, 
Hia face and ahaipe exv^aa'^- 
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In moving sounds he told his tale, 
Soft as the sighings of the gale 

That wakes the flowery year. 
What wonder he could charm with ease 
Whom happy Nature taught to please. 

Whom Honour made sincere ? 

At mom he left me — ^fought — ^and fell! 
The fatal evening heard his knell, 

And saw the tears I shed; 
Tears that must ever, ever fall. 
For, ah ! no sighs the past recall ; 

No cries awake the 4ead ! 

MALLET. 



ELEGY 

ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY. 

Dear to my soul, oh early lost ! 

Affection's arm was weak to savo, 
And Friendship's pride and Virtue's boast 

Have sunk to an untimely grave. 

Closed, ever closed those speaking eyes. 

Where sweetness beam'd, where candour shone ! 

And silent that heart-thrilling voice 
Which Music loved and call'd her own. 

That gentle bosom now is cold 

Where Feeling's vestal splendours glowed ; 
And crumbling dovm to common mould 

That heart where love and tra!lih «9[KAft« 



i 
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Yet I behold the smile unfeign'd. 

Which doubt dispell'd and kindness won; 

Yet the soft diffidence that gain'd 
The triumph it appeared to shun. 

Delusion all !•:— forbear, my heart, 
These unavailing throbs restrain ; 

Destruction has perform'd his part, 
And Death proclaims thy pangs are vain. 

Vain though, they be, this heart must swell 
With grief that time shall ne'er efface ; 

And still vnth bitter pleasure dwell 
On every virtue, every grace. 

For ever lost! I vainly deem'd 

That Heaven my early friend would spare ; 
And darker as the prospect seem'd. 

The more I struggled vnth despair. 

I said — ^yet a presaging tear 

Unbidden rose, — and spoke more true — 
She still shall live — the' unfolding year 

Shall banish pain, and health renew. " 

She yet shall tread the flowery field, 
And catch the opening rose's breath; 

To watchful Love Disease shall yield, 
And Friendship ward the shafts of Death* 

Alas ! before the violet bloom'd. 

Before the snows of winter fled. 
Too certain Fate my hopes consumed, 

And she was number'd vrith the dead. 

She died — deserving to be moum'd, 
WTiile parted worth a pang can give — 

She died — ^by Heaven's \i^«N.^gi&sk«AftTsi^^ 
While Folly, FiaBe\ioo^>^««««a*^^'^^ 
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Long in their vileness live secure 

The noxious weed and wounding thorn ; 

While snatch'd by violence, ere mature, 
The lily from her stem is torn. 

Flower worthy heaven ! and heaven alone, 
Thee, good and pure, deserved to share — . 

On eartii a stranger, only shown 
To teach what angel natures are. 

Yet who shall blame the heart that feels 
When Heaven resumes the good it gave? 

Yet, who shall scorn the tear that steals 
From Friendship's eye at Virtue's grave ? 

Friend, parent, sister, tenderest names, 
May I, as pale at Memory's shrine 

Ye pour the tribute anguish claims. 
Approach, unblamed, and mingle mine? 

Long on the joys of vanished years 
The glance of sadness shall be cast; 

Long, long the' emphatic speech of tears 
Shall mourn their bloom for ever pass'd. 

And thou ! who from the orient day 

Retum'st, with Hope's gay dreams elate ; 

Falsely secure, and vainly gay. 
Unconscious of the stroke of Fate, 

What waits thee ? not the' approving smile 

Of faithful love that chases care ; 
Not the fond glance, o'erpaying toil — 

But cold and comfortless Despair. 

Despair ! I see the phantom rove 

By Cart's green banks, no longer bright, 

And fiercelj grasp the torch of love, 
And plunge it in sepulchral nigVit. 
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Farewell, sweet maiden ! to diy tomb 
My soul in sadness oft shall stray; 

More dear to me the hallow'd gloom 

Than Life's broad glare or Fortune's day. 

And oft, as Fancy points thy bier, 
And mournful eyes thy lonely bed. 

The secret sigh shall rise — the tear 
That shuns observance shall be shed. 

Nor shall the thought of thee depart. 

Nor shall my soul regret resign, 

Till memory perish — ^till this heart 

' Be cold and motionless as thine. 



ELEGY 

ON THE DEATH OF MRS. S- 



(Mrs, jS- '« Spirit is supposed to speak, J 

"Why throbs the heart with unavailing woe? 

Why do those tears of fruitless sorrow flow ? 

Ah ! check the soft emotion— cease the sigh ! 

Would too fond friendship call me from the sky? 

Unfettered from the flesh, enlarged, reflned. 

Here with full freedom roves the raptured mind, 

Of kindred spirits joins the friendly choir, 

Glows with their warmth, and breathes their pure 
desire ; 

Here endless rills of sacred pleasure roll ; 
' All perfect beauty charms the' ecstatic soul. 

And living 8p\endo\iTaixt>m^<^ ^XecoaiSLi^TQSLe 
Pour the full tide ol\i^% mA ^wj ^sswro.. 



MONODIES AND FUNEREAL ELEGIES. 279 

Say, would you wish me, lost to joys like these, 

In a frail body tortured by disease, 

Where Death and Nature held perpetual strife, 

To drag along the tedious load of life ! 

Nor think too soon my little race was run, 

The end's accomplished, since the prize is won. 

Now freed from earthly vanities and cares. 
Escaped a thousand ills, a thousand snares. 
Rejoiced to find life's weary voyage o'er. 
Complete my transport,, can I wish for more ? 
Yes — one fond thought — upon this blissful plain. 
Their duty done, to meet my friends again ! 
To see them shine in angel glories dress'd, 
And hail their safe arrival to their rest. 
Where love again our longing souls shall join, 
Love pure, exalted, deathless, and divine? 
The shipvn>eck'd sailor thus, when safe on shore. 
Fears the rough rocks and raging surge no more ; 
Yet mindful of his mates he left behind. 
Still toss'd and struggling with the waves and 

wind. 
With looks of pity eyes them from the strand. 
And longs to hail them welcome to the land. 
Though in the tomb our early passions lie. 
The flames of virtuous friendship never die. 
But in the happy realms of love and light 
With keener ardour bum and shine more bright. 
Soft Pity dwells in every heavenly breast. 
And moves the melting heart, nor violates their rest. 
With sweet dissolving tenderness, e'en here, 
I see the husbandeis, parent's, sister's tear ! 
Those smiling infants, late my darling care. 
Thrill through my soul and wake the mol\\&t 

there. 
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O may propitious Heaven their steps attend, 
His wisdom guide them, and his grace defend! 
May sphere-bom Piety their breasts inspire, 
Fill with her joys, and warm with all her fiire, 
Till pleased I see their ripen'd -virtues rise 
To join the' eternal rapture in the skies! 

REV. H. HOORE. 



LAURA. 

^ AN ELEGY FROM PET&AHCH. 

In thiiB fair season *, when the whispering gales 
Drop showers of fragrance o'er the bloomy vales, 
From bower to bower the vernal warblers play; 
The skies are cloudless, and the meads are gay; 
The nightingale in many a melting strain 
Sings to the groves, < Here Mirth and Beauty 

reign.' 
But me, for ever bathed in gushing tears, 
No mirth enlivens and no beauty cheers : 
The birds that warble and the flowers that bloom 
Relieve no more this solitary gloom. 
I see where late the verdant meadow smiled, 
A joyless desert and a dreary wild : — 
For those dear eyes that pierced my heart before 
Are closed in death, and charm the world no more : 
Lost are those tresses that outshone the mom. 
And pale those cheeks that might the skies adon. 
Ah,death ! thy hand has cropped the fairest flower f 
That shed its smiling rays in beauty's bower; 

i Sonnet 5M;&. 
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Thy dart has laid on yonder sable bier 
All my soul loved and all the world held dear; 
Celestial sweetness, love-inspiring youth, 
Soft-eyed benevolence, and white-robed trtith. 

Hard fate of man*, on whom the heavens bestow 
A drop of pleasure for a sea of woe ! 
Ah, life of care, in fears or hopes consumed, 
Vain hopes,that vrither ere they well have bloom'd ! 
How oft, emerging from the shades of night, ' 
Laughs the gay mom, and spreads a purple light: 
But soon the gathering clouds o'ershade the skies. 
Red lightnings play, and thundering storms arise ! 
How oft a day, that fair and mild appears. 
Grows dark with fate, and mars the toil of yean ! 

Not fax removed t, yet hid from distant eyes, 
Low in her secret grot a naiad lies. 
Steep arching rocks, with verdant moss o*ergrown, 
Form her rude diadem and native throne : 
There, in a gloomy cave, her waters sleep, 
Cflear as a brook, but as an ocean deep. 
Yet, when the waking flowers of April blow, 
And warmer sunbeams melt -the gathered snow ; 
Rich with the tribute of the vernal rains. 
The nymph, exulting, bursts her silver chains ; 
Her living waves in sparkling columns rise. 
And shine like rainbows to the sunny skies ; 
From cliff to cliff the falling waters roar; 
Then die in murmurs, and are heard no more. 
Hence, softly flowing in a dimpled stream, 
The crystal Sorga spreads a lively gleam ; — 

• Sonnet 230. 

t See a description of tbb celebrated foaotain in a poem oC 
Madame Destaooli^rea. 
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From which a thousand lilla in masEea glide. 
And deck the banks with sununer's gayest pride, 
Brighten the yerdure of the smiling plains. 
And crown the labour of the joyful swains. 

First, on these banks (ah, dream of short de- 
light!) 
The charms of Laura struck my dazzled sight; 
Charms, that the bliss of Eden might restore. 
That heaven might envy, and mankind adore. 
I saw — and O ! what heart could long rebel ? 
I saw, I loved, and bade the world fiEureweU. 
Where'er she moved, the meads were fresh and gay, 
And every bower exhaled the sweets of May; 
Smooth flow'd the streams, and softly blew tiie 
The rising flowers impurpled every dale; [gale; 
Calm was the ocean, and the sky serene ; 
A universal smile o'erspread the shining scene: 
But when in death's cold arms entranced she lay, 
(Ah, ever dear *, yet ever fatal day F) 
O'er all the air a direful gloom was spread ; 
Pale were the meads, and stLl their blossoms dead ; 
The clouds of April shed a baleful dew : 
All nature wore a veil of deadly hue. 

Go, plaintive breeze ! to Laura's flowery bier, 
Heave the warm sigh, and shed the tender tear. 
There to the awful shade due homage pay. 
And softly thus address the sacred cHy — 
' Say ,t envied earth ! that dost those charms infold, 
Where are those cheeks, and where those locks 
of gold? 

* Laara was first seen by Petrarch on the 6th of April in the 
year 1327 ; and >he died on the same day in 1348. 
t Sonnet 260, and^. 
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Where are those eyes, which oft the Muse has sung^ 
Where those sweet lips, and that enchanting 

tongue? 
Ye radiant tresses ! and thou, nectar'd smile ! 
Ye looks that might the melting skies beguile ! 
You robb'd my soul of rest, my eyes of sleep : 
You taught me how to love, and how to weep/ 
No shrub* o'erhangs the dew-bespangled vale. 
No blossom trembles to the dying gale, 
No floweret blushes in the morning rays, 
No stream along the winding valley plays. 
But knows what anguish thrills my tortured breast, 
What pains consume me, and what cares infest. 
At blush t of dawn and in the gloom of night 
Her pale-eyed phantom swims before my sight, 
Sits on the border of each purling rill, 
Crowns every bower, and glides o'er every hill. 
Flowst the loud rivulet down the mountain's brow ; 
Or pants the zephyr on the waving bough; 
Or sips the labouring bee her balmy dews, 
And vnth soft strains her fragrant toil pursues ; 
Or warbles from yon silver-blossom'd thorn 
The wakeful bird that hails the rising mom ; 
— ^My Laura's voice, in many a soothing note. 
Floats through the yielding air, or seems to float : 

* Why fill thy sighs (she says) this lonely bower ? • 
Why down thy bosom flows this endless shower? 
Complain no more : but hope ere long to meet 
Thy much loved Laura in a happier seat. 

Here, fairer scenes detaih my parted shade ; 
Suns that ne'er set, and flowers that never fade : 
Through crystal skies I wing my joyous flight. 
And revel in eternal blaze of light ; 

* Soantt 948, f Sonnet 241 . t ^^^*^ *>3^ 
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See all thy wanderings in that vale of tears. 
And smile at all thy hopes, at all thy fears : 
Death waked my soul, that slept in life before, 
And oped these brightened eyes, to sleep no more.' 

She ends : the Fates, that will no more reveal, 
Fix on her closing lips their sacred seal. 
' Return, sweet shade ! (I wake, and fondly say) 
O, cheer my gloom with one far beaming ray! 
Return : thy charms my sorrow will dispel. 
And snatch my spirit from her mortal cell ; 
Then, mix'd with thine, exulting she shall fly, 
And bound enraptured through her native sky.' 
She comes no more : my pangs more fierce return : 
Tears gush in streams, and sighs my bosom bum. 
Ye banks *, that oft my weary limbs have borne. 
Ye murmuring brooks, that leam'jd of me to moiurn ; 
Yh birds, that tune with me your plaintive lay ; 
Ye groves, where love once taught my steps to 
You, ever sweet and ever fair, renew [stray; 
Your strains melodious and your blooming hue: 
But not in my sad heart can bliss remain. 
My heart the haunt of never ceasing pain ! 

Henceforth, — ^to sing in smoothly warbled lays 
The smiles of youth and beauty's heavenly rays; 
To see f the mom her early charms unfold. 
Her cheeks of roses and her curls of gold ; 
Led by t the sacred Muse, at noon to rove 
O'er tufted mountain, vale, or shady grove ; 
To watch the stars that gild the lucid pole. 
And view yon orbs in mazy order roll ; 
To hear the tender nightingale complain. 
And warble to the woods her amorous strain : — 

* Sonnet 361. ^ ^lUMHSftv \VMBax<ci!u 
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No more shall these my pensive soul delight. 
But each gay vision melts in endless night. 
Nymphs* who in glimmering glades by moon- 
light dance, 
And ye, who through the liquid crystal glance, 
Who oft have heard my sadly pleasing moan ; 
Behold me now a lifeless marble grown. 
Ah ! lead me to the tomb where Laura lies ; 
Clouds ! fold me round ; and, gather'd darkness ! 

rise; 
Bear me, ye gales ! in death*s soft slumber laid ; 
And, ye bright realms ! receive my fleeting shade. 

SIR W. JONES. 



ELEGY 

TO THE MEMORY OF A FRIEND. 

At midnight hour why gleams with sullen sweep 
Thy visionary form across my mind. 

To scare me ^om the soft embrace of sleep. 
And chill me, waking, with thy frown unkind? 

Comest thou severe my tardiness to chide, 
With stem reproach for many a trifling song ? 

Methinks I hear thee say, ' If thou hadst died,, 
I had not left thee thus unwept so long !* 

Forgive, dear shade, if twelve long moons are fled 
Since to the earth thy dear remains we gave, 

(Though witness Heaven how much my heart has 
bled!) 
Nor yet my pious Muse has dress'd thy grave. 

•Sonnet SfiS. 
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While lighter sorrow prompts the* impassioned 

strain, 

Severer, all the powers of fancy stints; [rain, 

The flower, that drown*d would die beneath the 

Drinks the thin dew, and spreads its brighter 

tints. 

And how could I insult thee with a lyre 
Whose strings had not forgotten yet the lays 

Which love and youth united to inspire, [days : 
When health and pleasure frolic'd through our 

By many an agonizing groan betrayM, 
By many a suffocating sigh confess'd 

(Thy rites not unremember'd, though unpaid). 
Thy memory long was buried in my breast. 

But now my breast gives up its dead to rise. 
And pierce, new-born, through grief's sur- 
rounding gloom, 

As thy own dust when siunmon'd to the skies. 
Awaked, shall spring exulting from the tomb. 

Pain's recent sting, beyond enduraiv;e keen. 
Sheathed in the balm of years, forgets to rage. 

And griefs stem form, through time's soft amber 
To melancholy mellow'd, ma; engage, [seen. 

Then, Recollection, all the scene recall, 
And bid each kind endearment to return 

Which link'd our hearts, for I can bear them all, 
In grief ecstatic while I clasp thy urn. 

Recall the music of the early horn. 

The tale well form'd our wanderings to deceive. 
When rosy exercise awaked the mom. 

Or social convexae \ft^ ua w>N. aX. «s^. 



MONODIES AND FUNEREAL ELEGIES. 287 

The spot revisit where our youth was spent^ 
Where joys were for maturer years prepared ; 

Where I had wish'd to live and die content, 
To share those pleasures had thy life been spared . 

There, in eajch hill, each valley, and each tree 
That rises frequent on my sad review. 

Never to fade, I mark each fair degree 

By which our friendship to perfection grew. 

Their shadov^ arms where yon twin beeches throw. 
Oft hast thou caught thy favourite Hom^^s rage, 

As oft exchanged it for the temperate glow. 
The milder rapture of the Mantuan sage. 

There, fired by thee, I first essay'd to sing, 
My earliest strain is dated from that shade. 

And there, temptation to retouch the string. 
The simple verse thy candid smiles overpaid. ^ 

Oft have we planned the pine's umbrageous rows, 
Where opens to the wind yon naked plain. 

And many an oak to Fancy's eye arose. 
The future shelter of the Dryad train. 

In ooze obscure, where yonder Naiad sleeps. 
Or in the covert of the hazle shade. 

Where, scarce awake, ingloriously she creeps. 
We planned the torrent fall of the cascade. 

Twined liked our hearts, where yonder boughs 
unite. 

With care we trimmed the arch of the alcove, 
A shade devoted to the pure delight 

Of noblest friendship, and the c\]Aft\j&'«^\.Vss^. 
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It falls — ^foTy ah ! what hand will now mt^ly 
The culture to mature this fair retreat? 

No more, alas ! beneath the mutual eye. 
The meditated scenes shall rise complete. 

Hills, vales, and groves ! ye but retain a name! 

Scenes once beloved, ye boast no charms for me ! 
So joyless now, say, are they still the same. 

Or did they borrow all their charms from thee? 

Twas not that other vales were not so fiiir ; 

'Twas not that other streams less clear were 
found ; 
'Twas not that richer sweets perfumed the air ; 

Thy presence only made it fairy ground. 

Friendship like thine, to Zembla's waste of snow 
Could all the beauties of the south impart — 

No sickly shoot ! in any clime would grow 
The vigorous native of tby Roman heart. 

Yet was it here, of such excelling price, 
A hoard thy philosophic bosom glean'd. 

And was it here, untainted with its vice, 
Thy young affections from the world were wean'd! 

Here still some inspiration may remain. 
Thy spirit here may loiter for my sake ; 

And every object yet enough retain 
To keep thy fair example still awake. 

Each wonted scene then constant I'll frequent. 
And leave each giddy vain pursuit behind ; 

Delightful solitude, if thou be lent 
In heavenly viaiona vAuA^«nB%X&TBc<s \&QiDill 
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The stinted portion of this world's renown 
Teach me from conscious virtue to supply ; 

Teach me alike on Fortune's smile or frown 
To turn, with resignation in my eye. 

By trust in Heaven each anxioua-wish composed, 
Teach me thy life, from thankless murmurs free ; 

And on the bosom of my God reposed, 
Teach me to smile away my life like thee. 

What though thy genius led thee to admire 
The silent joys which charm the good and wise. 

And bade thee in the prime of youth retire. 
And pomp and vain applauses to despise ; 

Yet not austere, nor of the cynic band. 

Thine was the feast of soul, from crowds apart; 

Far as thy fortunes stretched thy bounteous hand, 
Wide as the' extended world thy ample heart. 

The flower, Spring's daughter, fed with heaven's 
best dews. 

And woo'd by zephyrs which unfold her dyes, 
ThuSyfar from man's worn path,her perfume strews. 

Thus breathes her secret incensQ to the skies. 

What though, my friend, unhonour'd be thy tomb, 
No pious verse nor living marble there ; 

Well mayst thou, favoured with no vulgar doom^ 
The pride of epitaph and sculpture spar6. 

Yes, while, maturing for their second birth. 
Thine atoms rest beneath the' unnoticed clod. 

The Muse shall point to man the hallow'd earth, 
The Virtues lift it to the care of God, 

TOI^ TV, p p 
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THE WIDOWER. 

IN THE OLD BALLAD STRAIN. 

From the dwelling of the widower there breathed 

a hollow moao, [was alone: 

To some one he seem'd talking, when I knew he 

I listened at the lattice of the chamber where he 

lay, [him day — 

And, mid deep sobs of anguish, I plainly heard 

' 7^ou liyest in my bosom, love ! though thou from 

earth hast fled, [head/ 

And on thy widow'd pillow shall no other lay her 

Then sighs, that seem'd to rire his hearty his 

utterance quite drown'xt, 
And on his knees, with vehemence^ he dropp'd 

upon the ground — [misery to bear; 

< Oh, give me strength, great God! (he cried) this 
Or, with the angel I hare lost, take, take me to 

your care : [presence fled, 

For she within my bosom lives, though from my 
And on her widow'd pillow shall no other lay her 

head. 

' When I retire to sleepless rest, I go with thril- 
ling fears, [with tears; 

When weary I arise from bed, my eyes are dim 

I think of her whose faithful love my blessing was 
and pride, [safety by my side; 

Who day and night, for twice ten years, seem'd. 

And still within my bosom lives, though from my 
dwelling tLed, [head. 

Nor on hex widoVd "5iSL<Qrw ^vi3\ «aR!^^x^aK^\ga. 
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^ Ah ! must not such lost treasure to memory be 

dear, [can cheer? 

When e'en the place that held it is all that now 

'Tis sorrow's soothing nourishment to feed on 

pleasures pass'd, [shall last: 

Tis true affection's covenant to live while life 

So live thou in my bosom, love ! though thou t6 

heaven art fled, [head. 

For on thy widow'd pillow I alone will lay my 

T. PARK. ' 



THE WIDOW *, 

Ah ! who is she that sits and weeps. 

And gazes on the narrow mound ? — 

In that fresh grave her true love sleeps. 

Her heart lies with him in the ground ; 

She heeds not, while her babe, at play. 

Plucks the frail flowers that gaily bloom, 

And casts them, as they fade away. 

In garlands on its father's tomb : 

— Unconscious where its father lies, 

^ Sweets to the sweet !' the prattler cries : 

Ah ! then she starts, looks up, her eyes o'erflow 

With all a mother's love, and all a widow's woe. 

Again she turns away her head. 
Nor marks her infant's sportive air. 
Its cherub cheeks all rosy red, 
la sweet blue eyes and yellow hair : 
Silent she turns away her head, 
Nor dare behold that happy face 
Where smile the features of the dead 
In lineaments of fairy grace ; 

• WHttea at the request of a lurty , ^bo 1wdlVA«A ^^«A 'A 
tbe Jinea aod mfuay of- the t|ioii|^|/i. 
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In which at once, with transport wild^ 

She sees her hosband and her child ; 

Ah ! then her bosom bums, her eyes o'erflow 

With all a mother's love, and all a widow's woe. 

And still I find her sitting here. 

Though dark October frowns on all ; 

And from the lime trees rustling near 

The scatter'd leaves around her ftJl : ^ - 

O then it charms her inmost soul. 

It suits the sadness of her mind 

To watch the clouds of autumn roll 

And listen to the erening wind ; 

In every shadow, every blast, 

The spirits of enjoyments pam'd 

She sees, she hears ; — ah ! then her eyes o'erflow 

Not with a mother's love, but with a widow's woe. 

The peasant dreads the driving storm^ 

Yet pauses as he hastens by. 

Views the pale ruin of her form. 

The desolation of her eye. 

Beholds her babe for shelter creep 

Behind the gravestone's dreary shade, 

Where all its father *s wishes sleep. 

And all its mother's hopes are laid ; 

Remembering then his own heart's joy, 

A rosy wife, a blooming boy, 

< O God !' he sighs, ' when I am thus laid low, 

Mustmy poor partner feel a widow'dmother's woe!' 

He gently stretches out his arm. 

And calls the babe in accents mild ; 

The mother shrieks with strange alarm. 

And snatches up her- weeping child-: f 
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She thought that voice of tender tone, 

Those accents soft, endearing, kind^ 

Came from beneath the hollow stone 1 

He marks the wandering of her mind, 

And musing on his happier lot 

Seeks the warm comforts of his cot. 

He meets his wife ; — ah ! then his eyes o'erflow ; 

She feels a mother's loTe, nor dreads a widow's woe ! 

The storm retires ; — and hark ! the bird, 

The lonely bird of autumn's reign, 

From yonder waving elm is heard ; — 

O what a wild and simple strain ! 

See the delighted mourner start 

While robin redbreast's evening song 

Pours all its sweetness through her heart, 

And soothes her as it trills along : 

Then gleams her eye ; her fancy hears 

The warbled music of the spheres ; 

She clasps her babe ; she feels her bosom glow. 

And in the mother's love forgets the widow's woe. 

Go to thine home, forsaken fair ! 

Go to thy solitary home : 

Thou lovely pilgrim ! in despair 

To thy saint's shrine no longer roam ; 

He rests not here ; — thy soul's delight 

Attends where'er thy footsteps tread ; \ 

He watches in the depths of night, 

A guardian angel round thy bed, 

And still a father, fondly kind. 

Loves the dear pledge he left behind ; 

Behold that pledge ! — then cease thy tears to flow. 

And in ihe mother's lovelbrget the widow's w©e. 

MONTGOMERY. " 
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THE MOTHER'S DIRGE. 

From bubbling streams, or springs tbat rise 
In mountain grot or willowy rale, 
Bring water, while I close these eyes. 
And kiss these lips so cold and pale. 
From tufted grove and shadowy gLen, 
Untrodden by the feet of men, 
From sedgy banks and fragrant fields 
Bring every flower that nature yields ; 
And scatter every breathing sweet 
On loved Maria's windingsheet. 

Bless'd spirit, newly freed^from pain. 
While o'er thy faded cheek I bend, 
Beloved and watch'd and wept in vain ! 
A moment more thy flight suspend. 
Behold, while hovering on thy wing. 
With water from the silver spring 
I wash thy limbs, I spread thy bier ; 
And lay thee down with many a tear. 
Clad in thy shroud of spotless white 
To slumber through thy weary night. 

Thy tender smile, thy soothing voice, 
Thy playful innocence no more 
Thy fond, fond mother shall rejoice : 
Thy little dreams of joy are o'er. 
Of all the graces of thy mind 
No token wilt thou leave behind : 
No trace of thee will soon remain. 
But, in this breast a mother's pain, 
A mossy grave, oji Yi\n!Dh\& f^tAne^ 
To tell thy yeaxft «»jdLiABx<i&Mss2fta$s'9rBL« 
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ELEGIAC STANZAS. 

Sweet maid, I hear thy frequent sigh. 
And moum to see thy languid eye ; 
For well I know those symptoms prove 
Thy heart a prey to secret love. 
But though so hard a fate be thine. 
Think not thy grief can equal mine. 
Hope may thy vanished bloom restore ; 
I sigh for him who lives no more ! 

The youth for whom thy bosom sighs 
Shall oft delight thy conscious eyes; 
And oft his voice, in accents sweet. 
Shall Friendship's soothing tone repeat: 
But he for whom my cheek is pale, 
For whom my health and spirits fail. 
Nought to my eyes can e'er restore, 
And I shall hear his voice no more. 

Thou, in existence, still canst find 
A charm to captivate thy mind, 
To make the morning ray delight. 
And gild the gloomy brow of night ! 
But Nature's charms to me are fled! 
I nought behold but Henry dead 1 
What can my love of life restore ? 
I sigh for him who lives no more ! 

MRS. OPIB. 
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ELLEN. 

Firstborn of night, that o'er the western hea?en 

Slow movest in radiant silence to thy rest ! 
What sad emotion, mid the smiling even, 

Thy bright-beam'd circlet pours upon my breast! 
^s not, fair star ! that shedding aught of woe, 

Thy ray can touch the spring of mortal tear, 
But that, in happier days, pass'd long ago, 

When yon dark hill received thy bright career, 
True to the promised hour, my Ellen met me here! 

Ye spires, where soothing tolls the vesper bell, 

To wearied hamlets welcome sound of peace,' 
To me your tones seem Hope's departing knell, 

Vibrating slowly on the sullen breeze ! 
Yes — peace to quiet minds the murmurs yield — 

To mine, no more ! For near this shadowy grove, 
When silent evening heard yon signal peal'd, 

Light o'er the lonely glade she dared to move, 
AndEUen's lips metmine,the first warm kiss of love! 

Speed not, fair star! to thine accustom'd hill! 

Your varying melody, ye spires, give o'er! 
Those rays no more mine eyes vfith rapture fill — 

Those tones can bid my heart to throb no more! 
For to a distant land, condemn'd to mourn 

A parent's ruin'd fortune, Ellen flies ! — 
She fled, alas! — but never to return! — 

And other peals are heard and stars arise 
0*er the unnoticed grave where gentle Ellen lies! 

B. F. 
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LUCY'S GIFT. 

' I CHECKED my sighs/ Antonio cried. 
At noon reclined the stream beside ; 
' A lighter heart my bosom knew, 
When last I bade my love adieu ! 

^ For she with soften'd smile declared 
A gift for me that she prepared, 
And, ere the closing week should end. 
She Yow'd the promised gift to send. 

^ I mark'd the evening leave the skies, 
The night retire, the sun arise, 
And pleased I cried — a joyless day,. 
A tedious night are worn away ! 

* Less dull, though saddenM, was the mom, 
Cheerless the day, though less forlorn ; 

At night, with heart consoled, I thou^t 
That Lucy's gift to-morrow brought. 

* Mom, noon, and evening circled round. 
But I no gift from Lucy found ; 
Another day my hopes deceived. 

No gift from Lucy was received, 

^ Rise ! loitering Stin, and let me see 
The gift that Lucy sends to me ; 
He rose, and tinged the western main. 
For Lucy's gift I look'd in vain. 

' Cease, tuneful lark, at mom I cried, 
Thy matin song will Lucy chide ; 
Another day — ah ! thoughtless maid I 
Wbjr Lucy is thy. gift delay'd'l 

VOL, JV, U ^ 
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* Soothe, nightiDgale, with plaintive strain, 
At eye, I cried, a lover's pain, 

How long must thus my hopes attend? 
She means not sure the gif^ to send ! 

* Another day, another night, 

No gift received — the changeful light 
Of Cynthia fair I sigh'd to view, 
For love I found was changeful too. 

* But yesterday, these willows near, 
I moum'd a fondness too sincere ; 
No gift was come to tell my mind 
That Lucy's heart was not unkind. 

' And now beneath the noontide beam, 
Again I watch the passing stream ; 
So passes love, I well may cry- 
In vain for Lucy's gift I sigh.' 

Cease, hapless youth ! nor let thy tongne 
On Lucy*s faith this charge prolong : 
Nor thoughtless nor unkind the maid 
That has so long her gift delay 'd. 

Who ever shall the truth impart, • 
Or tell thy fond, thy breaking heart 
That cold and lifeless is the maid 
That has so long her gift delay'd . 

SMYTH, 



MARY. 



Three days before my Mary's death 

We walk'd by Grassmere shore ; 
' Sweet Lake !' she said, with faltering breath, 

' I ne'er shall see thee more!' 
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Tlicn, turning round her languid head, 

She look'd me in the face ; ^ 

And whispered, * When thy friend is dead 
Remember this lone place.' 

Vainly I struggled at a smile. 

That did my fears betray ; 
It seem'd that on our darling isle 

Foreboding darkness lay. 

My Mary's words were words of truth; 

None now behold the maid ; 
Amid the tears of age and youth 

She in her grave was laid. 

Long days, long nights, I ween were pass'd. 

Ere ceased her funeral knell; 
But to tht spot I went at last 

Where she had breathed * farewell !' 

Methought I saw the phantom stand 

Beside the peaceful wave ; 
I felt the pressure of her hand — 

Then look'd towards her grave. 

Fair, fair beneath the evening sky 

The quiet churchyard lay : 
The tall pine grove most solemnly 

Hiing mute aly)ve her clay. 

Dearly she loved their archkig spread, 

Their music wild and sweet. 
And, as she wished on her death bed, 

Was buried at their feet. 

Around her grave a beauteous fence 
Of wild flowers shed their breath, 

Smiling like infant innocence 
Within the gloqp of death. 



4 
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Such flowers from bank of moimtain brook 

At eye we wont to bring, 
Vben ^yery little mossy nook 

Betrayed returning spring. 

Oft had I fix'd the simple ynreath 

Upon her yirgin breast ; 
But now such flowers as form'd it breathe 

Around her bed of rest. 

Yet all within my silent soul, 

As the hush'd air was calm ; 
The natural tears that slowly stole, 

Assuaged my grief like balm. 

t 

The air that seem'd so thick and diill 

For months unto my eye, 
Ah me ! how bright and beautiful 

It floated on the skyi 

A trance of high and solemn bliss 

From purest ether came ; 
Mid such a heayenly scene as this 

Death i^ an empty name ! 

The memory of the pass'd returned 

Like music to my heart, — 
It seem'd that causelessly I moi^^d^ 

When we were told to part. 

*■ God's mercy, to myself I said, 

T6 both our souls is giyen — 
To me, sojourning on earth's shade, 

To her — a saint in heayen !' 

WILSON. 
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HELLVELLYN. 



In the jprine of 1805, a yonng gentleman of talents, and of a 
moat amiaole dispoBition, pembed by losing his way on Ibm 
monntain Hellveilyn. His remains were not discovered till 
three months afterwards, wben they were found gaarded by 
a faithfal terrier bitch, his constant attendant doring flr«qaei^ 
solitary rambles throogh the wilds of Cumberland and West- 
moreland. 



I climb'd the dark brow of the mighty Hellvellyii^ 

Lakes and mountains beneath me gleam'd misty 

and wide ; [yelHng, 

All was still, save by fits, when the eagle was 

And starting around me the echoes replied. 
On the right, Striden-edge round the Red-tarn' 

was bending, 
And Catchedicam its left verge was defending. 
One huge nameless rock in the front was ascend- 
ing, [derer had died. 
When I mark'd the sad spot where the wan- 
Dark green was that spot mid the brown moun- 
tain heather, [decay, 
Where the pilgrim of nature lay stretch'd in 
Like the corpse of an outcast abandoned to weather, 
Till the mountain winds wasted the tenantless 
clay. 
Nor yet quite deserted, though lonely extended, 
For,faithfiil in death, his mute favourite attended^ 
The much loved remains of his master defended, 
And chased the hill fox and the raven away. 
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How long didst thoa think tiint his ailence was 

slumber ; [didst thoa sturt; 

When the wind waved his gmnenty how oft 

How many long days and long weeks didst thoa 

number [heart? 

Ere he fiided before thee, the friend of Ay 

And^! wasitmeetytiiatnoreqaiemreado'erhim, 

No modier to weep, and no frtond to deplove hiM» 

And thou, little guardian, alone alretch'd befirtt 

him,— 

Unhonour'd the pilgrim from life should depart 

Whenaprinoe tofliefeteof the peasanthasyieldedi 
The tapestry wates dark round the dimlighAed 
« hall; 
With scutcheons of sHver the eoffin is shielded, 
And pages stand mute by tiie canopied pall: 
nmmi^ tte courts, at deep midnight, the tmclM 
are gleaming ; * [Ing; 

In the proudly arch'd chapel the banners are beam- 
Far down the long aisle sacred music is streaming, 
Lamenting a chief of the people should fall. 

Butmeeter for thee, gentle lover of nature, 
To lay down thy head like the meek mountain 
lamb, [stature. 

When, wilder'd, he drops from some cliff huge in 
And draws his last sob by the side of his dam. 

And more stately thy couch by this desert lake 

lying, 

Thy obsequies sung by the gray plover flying, 
With one faithful friend but to witness thy dying 
In the arms of Hellvellyn and C^tchedicam. 

SIR wAurcR Bcorr. 
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THE DYING BARD. 



The Welsh traditioo bears, that a bard, on his deathbed de- 
manded his harp, and played the air to which these verses 
are adapted, requesting that it might be played at his funeral. 



AlK'^Daffydz Gangwen, 

DiNAs Emliim, lament; for the moment is nigh 
When mute in the woodlands thine echoes shall die: 
No more by sweet Teivi Cadwallon shall rave. 
And mix his wild notes with the wild dashing wave. 

In spring and in autumn thy glories of shade 
Unhonour'd shall flourish, luihonour'd shall fade ; 
For soon shall be lifeless the eye and the tongue 
That yiew*d them with rapture, with rapture that 
sung. 

Thy sons, Dinas Emlinn, may march in their pride, 
And chase the proud Saxon from Prestatyn's side ; 
But where is the harp shall givelife'to their name ? 
And where is the bard shall give heroes their fame ? 

And oh, Dinas Emlinn ! thy daughters so fair, 
Who heaye the white bosom and wave the dark hair t 
What tuneful enthusiast shall worship their eye, 
Whenhalf of their charms withCadwallon shall dieV 

Then adieq, silver Teivi ! I quit thy loved scene, 
To join the dim choir of the bards who have been ; 
With Lewarch an4 Meilor and Merlin the Old, 
And sagQ T^^ssin^ high harping to hold^ 
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Andadieu^Dmas Emlinn ! still green be thy shades, 
Unconquer'd thy warriors^and matchless thy maids! 
And thou, whose faint warblings my weaknesJ 
can tell ; [well ! 

Farewell, my loved harp ! my last treasure, fare* 

SIR WALTER SCOTT. 



A DIRGE. 

IN IMITATION OF A PASSAGE IN THAT PORTION OF 
TBTE BURIAL SERVICE OP THE GREEK CHURCH, 
WHICH IS TERMED THE ASPASMUS, OR THE LAST 
JEMBRACE. THE ORIGINAL 18 SAID TO BE THZ 
COMPOSITION OF JOANNES DAMASCENUS. 

Be Still ! be still ! let not a breath 
Disturb the solemn hour of death. 
Now let the spirit part in peace : 
For lo ! the vital motions cease : 
The quivering limbs are now at rest: 
And now no struggle heaves the toiling breast. 

O what an awful, awful hour ! 
And how tremendous is the power 
That desolates the human frame ; 
Extinguishes the living flame ; 
The pulses of the panting heart 
Arrests, and bids the weary spirit part! 

Ye kindred spirits of the dead^ 
Whither, O whither are ye fled? 
Now disengaged from earthly care. 
Tell me how fare ye : tell me where 
• Ye sojonTii ; fox 1 \oii% Vo Vswrw 
If your awatded Aoom^i^ ^^^ «* '^'sfc* 
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But whatsoe'er thy lot may be, 
Poor parted spirit ! ne'er can we 
Forget thy love in word and «deed 
That makes the heart of friendship bleed ; 
And makes me long, yet fear, to know 
If thy awarded doom be weal or woe. 

Here both the master and the slave 
Lie without difference in the grave : 
But, while they moulder in the tomb, 
O who can say what different doom 
May the' inmate of their dust await! 
Or what betides their disembodied state. 

No former wealth or rank can now 
Distinguish between high and low : 
And none can succour your distress^ 
O man, if proud and pitiless 
In life, from your abundant store 
You never succoured or relieved the poor. 

But if your pious bounty fed 
The hungry, and the naked clad; 
If e'er your sympathy beguiled 
The sorrows of an orphan child ; 
Or soothed the widowts lonely grief; 
Or to the woe>wom stranger dealt relief — 

They on your unembodied state 
Will in the time of trouble wait ; 
. Your hour of av^rful peril know. 
And shield you from the shafts of woe: 
They will unclasp the book of gold. 
And your recorded deeds of love unfold. 

VOL. IV. R U 
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MONODY. 

WRriTEN AT XA.TIiM:K. 

Matlock ! amid thy hoary-hanging ylews. 
Thy glen8 that smile sequester'd, and thy nooks 
Which yon forsaken crag all dark o'erlooks. 
Once more I meet the long neglected Muse, 
As erst when by the mossy brink and £idl8 
Of solitary Wensbeck, or the side 
Of Clysdale's cliffs, where first her Yoice she fried, 
We wandered in our youth. Since then, the thralls 
That wait life's upland road have chill*d her breast, 
And jnuch, as much they might, her wing de- 
pressed — 
Wan Indolence, resign'd, her deadening ham} 
Laid on her heart, and Fancy her cold wand 
Dropp'd at the frown of Fortune ; yet once more 
1 call her, and once more her conyerse sweet. 
Mid the still limits of this wild retreat, 
I woo; — if yet delightful as of yore 
My heart she may revisit, nor deny 
The soothing aid of some sweet melody ! 

I hail the rugged scene that bursts around — 
I mark the wreathed roots, the saplings gray 
That bend o'er the dark Derwent's wandering way ; 
I mark its stream, with peace-persuading sound, 
That steals beneatii the fading foliage pale, 
Or, at the foot of frowning crags nprear'd. 
Complains like one iot^ak^iv^sd unheard. 
To me it seema to teVX \3tie "^«Msw^\sl\a 
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Of spring time, and the summer days all flown — 
And while sad autumn's voice even now I hear 
Along the umbrage of the high wood moan. 
At intervals, whose shivermg leaves fall sear ; 
Whilst o'er the grotip of pendent groves I view 
The slowly spreading tints of pining hue ; 
I think of poor Humanity's brief day, [away J 
How fast its blossoms fade, its summers speed 

When first young Hope, a golden tressed boy^ 
Most musical his early madrigal 
Sings to the whispering waters as they fall, 
Breathing fresh airs of fragrance and of joy, 
The wild woods gently wave, the morning sheds 
Her rising radiance on the mountain-heads — 
Strewed with green isles appears old ocean's reign. 
And seen at distance rays of resting light 
Silver the farthest promontory's height : 
Then hush'd is the long murmur of the main. 
Whilst silent o'er the slowly-crisping tides, 
Bound to some beaming spot, the bark of pleasure 
glides. 

Alas ! the scenes that smile in light array'd. 
But catch the sense, and then in darkness fade. 

We, poor adventurers, of peace bereft. 
Look back on the green hills which late we left, 
Or turn, with beating breast and anxious eye. 
To some faint hope that glimmering meets our sight, 
(Like the lone watch tower in the storm of night), 
Then on the dismal waste are driven despairing by. 

Meantime, amid the landsca"^^ cctW^xAxKa^sb 
Hope, sweet enchanter, u|[;\uiv^ ^xo^^\!A&\»^^v 
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So Md decay and mcMrtal change saeeeedB, 
And o'er the silent scene Thney like a giaat^ 
speeds! 

Yet the bleak clifis so high 
(Around whose beetling crags, with ceas el ess coil 
And still returning flight, the rayens toil) 
Heed not the changeful seasons as the; fij^ 
Nor spring nor autumn ; they their hoary brow 
Uplift, and ages pass'd, as in this now. 
The same deep trenches unsubdued haTe won. 
The same majestic frown and looks ci lofty 
scorn. 

So Fortitude, a mailed warrior old. 
Appears : he lifts his scar-intrenched crest : 
The tempest gathers round his daiiptless breast: 
He hears far off the storm of hayoc roll'd : 
The feeble fall around : their sound is pass'd: 
Their sun is set: their place no more is known:. 
Like the wan leaves before the winter's blast 
They perish : — He imshaken and alone 
Remains — his brow a sterner shade assumes, 
By age ennobled, whilst the hurricane. 
That raves resistless o'er the ravaged plain. 
But shakes imfelt his helmet's quivering plumes. 

So yonder sovereign * of the scene I mark 
Above the woods rear his majestic head, 
That soon all shatter'd at his feet shall shed 
Their shortlived beauties-— he the winter dark - 
Regardless, and the wasteful time that flies> 
Rejoicing in his lonely might, defies. 
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Thee, wandering in the deep and craggy delf, 
Sequ^tej^-4 stream, with other thoughts I view : 
Thou dost in solitude thy course imrsue, 
As thou hadst bid life's busy scenes farewell^ 
Yet making still such music as might cheer 
The weary passenger that journeys near. 

Such are the songs of Peace in Virtue*s shade,. 
Unheard of Folly, or the vacant train 
That pipe and' dance upon the noontide plain, 
Till in the dust together they are ikid ! 
But not imheard of Him who sits sublime 
Above the clouds of this tempestuous clime, 
xlts stir and strife; to whom more grateful rise 
The humble incense, and the still small voice 
Of those that on their pensive way rejoice. 
Than shouts of thousands echoing to the skies, 
Than songs of conquest pealing round the car 
Of hard Ambition, or the Fiend of War 
Sated with slaughter. — Nor may I, sweet stream, 
From thy wild banks and still retreats depart 
(Where now I meditate my casual theme) 
Without some mild improvement in my heart 
Pour'd sad, yet pleasing ! so may I forget 
The crosses and the cares that sometimes fret 
Life's smoothest channel, and each wish prevent 
That mars the silent current of content! 

In such a spot, amidst these rugged views. 
The pensive poet in his drooping age 
Might wish to place his reed-roof 'd hermitage—* . 
WhQre much on life's vain shadows he might mxue I ' 
If fortune smiled not on his early way. 
If he were doom'd to mourn a faitHe^a it\«&d&^ 
Here be might reBt^ and when Ma \i%.Vcf& \««i^ ^v^ > 
B^Jiaid in fiettce the parting d»y deiobiudLV 
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If a hard world his errors^ scann'd severe 
(When late the earth received his mouldering clay), 
Perhaps some loved companion wandering near, 
Plucking the gray moss from the stone, ought say, 
* Him I remember in our careless days 
Vacant and glad, till many a loss severe 
First hung his placid eyelids with a tear ; 
Yet on such visions ardent would he gaze. 
As the Muse loved, which 'oft would smile anddi^ 
Like the faint bow that leaves the weeping sky— 
Ais heart unguarded, yet it proudly beat 
Against hard wrong or coward cold deceit ; — 
Nor passed he e'er, without a sigh, the cell 
Where wretchedness and her pale children dwetl, 
He never wish'd to win the world's cold ear, 
Nor, known to tliose he loved, its blame could fear; 
Its praise he left to those who, at their will, 
The' ingenious strain of torturing art could thrill f 
Content, as random fancies might inspire. 
If his weak reed, at times, or plaintive lyre. 
He touched with desultory hand, and drew 
Some soften*d tones, to nature jiot untrue.' 

The leaves, O Derwent ! on thy bosom still 
Oft with the gust now fall — the season pale 
Hath smote with hand unseen the silent vale. 
And slowly steals the verdure from the hill — 
So the fair scene departs, yet wears awhile 
The lingering traces of its beauteous smile : 
But we who by thy margin stray, or climb 
The cliff's aerial height, or join the song 
Of hope and gladness amidst yonder throng 
(' Losing the brief and fleeting hours of time*), 
Reck not how age, even thus, with icy hand, 
Hangs o'er ug^how, as with a wiaard's ww4» 
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Youth blooming like the spring, and roseate mirth, 
To slow and sear consumption he shall change. 
And, with invisible mutation strange, 
Withered and wasted send them to the earth ; 
Whilst hush'd, and by the mace of ruin rent, 
Sinks the forsaken hall of merriment! 

Bright bursts the sun upon the shaggy scene i 
The aged rocks their glittering summits gray 
Hang beautiful amid the beams of day ; 
, And all the woods, with slowly fading green, 
Yet smiling wave : — severer thoughts away ! 
The night is distant, and the lovely day 
Looks on us yet — the sound of mirthful cheer 
From yonder dome'comes pleasant to mine ear,^ 
From rock to rock reverberated swells — 
Hark ! — the glad music of the village bells : 
On the cragg's naked point the heifer lows. 
And wide below the brightening landscape glows ! 

Though brief the time and short our course 
to run, 
Berwent ! amid the scenes that deck thy side 
{Ere yet the parting paths of life divide). 
Let us rejoice, seeking what may be won 
From the laborious day or fortune's frown : 
Here may we, ere the sun of life goes down^ 
Awhile regardless of the morrow dwell ; 
Then to our destined roads, and speed us well! 

BOWLEG* 



812 ELBGAMT Kxnucis. P. vm. 



INVOCATION TO MELANCHOLY. 

O Mblancholt ! sad and solemn maid ! 
Dost thou through the gUmmering glade, 

Beneath the moon's pale ray, 

With many a slow step stray, 
Far from the soothing voice of kiad relief, 

To feed on thoughts of woe, 
And tell the gliding waters as they flow 

Thy oft repeated grief: 
And still, where'er thy weary wanderings lead, 

Dread Horror stalks behind, 
With deeper, hoarser thunder howls the wind, 
And Night's grim features cast a deatiilike 
shade ! 

Or dost thou on the margin of the main 

In melting notes complain. 
Beneath some craggy cliff's impending brow. 
Which thickets hoar or hanging woods embrown, 

Whose shades tremendous frown 

O'er the foaming gulf below, 
LuU'd by the loud tumultuous waves that swell 
And beat and break upon the bellowing shore, 
While hid within her hollow-sounding cell 
Hoarse Echo murmurs to the rough wayes' roar! 

Or in some desert fly the face of men, 
. . Listening to the raven's croak. 
From the mossy fringed oak. 
In some Cimmerian den; 
Conversing there 
With gloomy-fronted Care, 
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And sullen Silence and pale cheek'd Affright, 

Twin daughters of dun Night 
And wild Despair, 
Stretch'd naked on the bsire and nigged rocks, 

Rending her tatter'd locks ? 

Or in the haunted aisle 
Of some time>eaten temple's gothic pile. 
Whose spreading arches a dread reverence draw, 
And gloomy cloisters breathe mysterious awe. 
Where a dhn dying taper's glimmering light 
Throws a new horror o'er the frown of night. 

Wetting with tears the stones, 

Makest thou thy doleful moans, 

Fix'd o'er thy lover's tomb. 
And through the vault, while pealing echoes 

sound. 
Starting all pale, and. staring ghastly round, 
Hear'stthou some spiritsay, ' Come,mortal ! come f 

Where*er thy wonted haunts, disorder'd fair ! 
Come with thy braidless hair 
And sorrow wrinkled brow. 
And deep heartrending sighs 
And downward looks and fix'd pathetic eyes. 

And tears that ever flow! 
O'er the rude rocks, and through the shadowy 
grove 
Come, pensive pilgrim ! rove 
Companion of my woe ! 
When at her summit nighfs majestic queenj 

While louring vapours shroud her awful face, 
With twinkling stars, like radiant gems between, 
With sullen lingering pace 

VOL, IV. 8 8 



S14 JBLEGAMT EXTRACTS. P. TIO. 

Rides on her ebon chariot raren-drawn ; 

While visions dread that sleep assail 

And panic fears and spectres pale 

Attend her rolling throne. 
O'er the black skies and heaving seas and land 

Sleep waves her opiate wand ; 
Now sinks to slumber Nature's wearied head; 
Tis silence all — silence how deep! how dread! 

Save where the tinkling rill 

Its solitary murmur rous. 
And from the tower that crowns yon hanging hill 

The shrill bell tolls. 
Save where bleak Eurus' howling blasts resound, 
Through the lone vales and roaring woods around, 
Then steals a still and solemn pause between- 
Then roar the hollow woods and howls the blast 
again. 

But now by slow degrees 
The struggling moon unveils her silver beam, 

Which trembling through the rocking trees 

Darts a faint and quivering gleam; 

While some enamoured swain, 

Heart- wounded by the coy disdain 
Of his relentless fair, 
Wandering through mazy wilds in wofal plight, 
Chants his quaint ditty to the chilling air. 
And oft invokes her pale and pensive light 
All the long night he tells his plaintive tale 

Along the listening vale, 

To every vagrant rill, 

To every bending hill, 
And bids the hollow gales in pity bear 

His swelling sighs to her. 
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Thee beautiful— thee cold — thee scornful maid! 
Thee mourns his musical, his melting lay, 

Thee at the closing shade, 

And thee at dawning day. 
Yet though severe his fate, severe his pi ^ 

Still cheering hope remains ; v* '—''•'■ r^*y 

Bat I've no cheering hope to soothe my caM^ ' >* 

My doom is all despair : 
My love, my life, my pleasure, and my pride 

With dear Amira died ! 

And are those cheeks now pale and livid, where 
In native colours blush'd the cherub's glow? ' 
Still heighten'd when she heard with maiden air 
And half averted eyes my gentle vow. * 

And must those eyes serene, 

Where all the soul was seen. 

Still with Pity's softest languish 

Melting at the sight of anguish, 
Closed — ever closed — their lovely lustre lost, 
iXroop in the tomb, and moulder in the dust! 

Farewell ! whom not young Hebe's roseate bloom, 
T^or beauty's brightest ray, nor sense refined, 
Nor winning grace, nor dignity of mind. 

Nor goodness self could rescue from the tomb ! 

Farewell ! whom not a mother's frantic woe — 
Whom not a lover's pleading pangs could save ! 

Ah, Death! to human bliss determined foe! 
Ah, foe to human glory, ruthless grave ! 

Now by the stream in yonder grove 
Indulging pensive thought I rove, 
Where, on the music of her tongue 
So oft my charm'd attention hung; 
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There &Dcy rapt I seem to hear 
Her tonefiil voice's soothing sound 
Trembling ii^ my. delighted ear, 
Then start as from a trance profound, 
.And sigh to think, its music o'er. 
That tuneful voice must charm no more; 
I trace the path she loved to walk, 
I press the bank where late she lay ; 
There to her dear idea talk. 
And teach it tender things to say. 

Now on her pictured form I feed my eye ; 
Those charms, to memory for ever dear, 

I wet with many a tear. 

And ever gaze and ever sigh; 
Such the soft languish — such the magic air, 
Such — such the beamy smile that sweetly stole 

My soft dissolving soul. 
So hung with graceful ease her waving hair ! 
But see ! what sudden gloom o'erwhelms the wood ! 

Thick shades the moon o'erspread. 

And hide her silver, head; 
Through the wan cloud she seems to blush in blood. 
The swelling tempest blackens round the pole, 
And quench'd is every star's etherial light; 
So lost by tumults is my troubled soul. 
Wild as the tempest,, gloomy as the night! 

But vain complaint, and unavailing grief: 
Come, Resignation ! lend thy mild relief! 

O bend to Heaven my will ! 
Calm every passion, every murmur still ! 
And thou, bless'd saint! new tenant of die sky ! 
Regard my pain -wVfti ^\\i'% XkbAkirsX ««i^V . 
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Nor blame, pow l>assioii.free, my fond regret — 
Patient I'd be — but how can I forget? 

l?or ever fair to Fancy's eyes 
Still will thy dear idea rise ; 
On thee the melting thought will dwell, 
And muse — what tongue can never tell! 
The starting tear, the swelling sigh, 

Thy love — thy loss — must still deplore, 
Till every source of sorrow's dry, 

And this sad heart shall heave no more. 

REV. B, MOOUE. 



^pitapi)^. 



ON THE 

MARCHIONESS OF WINCHESTER. 

This rich, marble doth inter . 

The honour*d wife of Winchester, 

A viscount's daughter, an earl's heir. 

Besides. what her virtues fair 

Added, to her noble birth, 

More than she could own from earth. 

Summers three times eight save one 

She had told ; alas ! too soon, 

After 'so short time of breath, 

To house with darkness and with death. 

Yet had the. number of her days 

Been as complete 9s was bet ^ta^afc> 



I 
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Natore and Fate had had no strife 
In giving limit to her life. 

Her high birth, and her graces sweet, 
Quickly found a loTer meet ; 
The virgin quire for her request 
The God that sits at marriage feast ; 
He at their invoking came, 
But with a scarce well lighted flame ; 
And in his garland, as he stood, 
Ye might discern a cypress bud. 
Once had the early matrons run 
To greet her of a lovely son. 
And now with second hope she goes. 
And calls Lucina to her throes ; 
But, whether by mischance or blame, 
Atropos for Lucina came ; 
And with remorseless cruelty 
Spoird at once both fruit and tree : 
The hapless babe, before his birth. 
Had burial, yet not laid in earth ; 
And the languished mother's womb 
Was not long a living tomb. 

So have I seen some tender slip. 
Saved with care from venter's nip, 
The pride of her carnation train. 
Pluck 'd up by some unheedy swain, 
Who only thought to crop the flower. 
New shot up from vernal shower ; 
But the fair blossom hangs the head 
Sideways, as on a dying bed. 
And those pearls of dew, she wears, 
Prove to be presaging tears. 
Which the sad mom had let fall 
On her hastening funeral. 
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Gentle lady, may thy grave 
Peace and quiet ever have ; 
After this thy travail sore 
Sweet rest seize thee eyermore, 
That to give the world increase^ 
Shortened hast thy own life's lease. 
Here, besides the sorrowing 
That thy noble house doth bring, 
Here be tears of perfect moan 
Wept for thee in Helicon ; 
And some flowers and some bays, 
For thy hearse, to strew the ways. 
Sent thee from the banks of Came, 
Devoted to thy virtuous name; 
Whilst thou, bright saint, high sif st in glory. 
Next her, much like to thee in story, 
That fair Syrian shepherdess. 
Who, after years of barrenness. 
The highly favour*d Joseph bore 
To him that served for her before. 
And at her next birth, much like thee, 
Through pangs fled to felicity. 
Far within the bosom bright 
Of blazing majesty and light : 
There with thee, new welcome saint. 
Like fortunes may her soul acquaint. 
With thee there clad in radiant sheen, 
No marchioness, but now a queen. 

MILTON. 
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ON THE ADMIRABLE DRABfATIC POET 

W. SHAKSPEARE. 

What needs my Shakspeare, for his bonoar'd 
The labour of an age in piled stones ? [bones, 
Or that his hallow*d reliqnes should be hid 
Under a star-ypointing pyramid? 
Dear son of memory, great heir of ftune, 
AFhatneed'st thon such weak witness of tby name? 
Thou, in our wonder and astonishment, 
Hast built thyself a livelong monument. 
For whilst, to' the shame of slow-endeavouring art, 
Thy easy numbers flow ; and that each heart 
Hath, from the leaves of thy unvalued book, 
Those Delphic lines with deep impression took ; 
Then thou, our fancy of itself bereaving, 
Dost make us marble with too much conceiving ; 
And, so sepulchred, in such pomp dost lie 
That kings, for such a tomb, would wish to die. 

Mtmov, 



ON MY FIRST DAUGHTER. 

Here lies, to each her parents* ruth, 

Mary, the daughter of their youth : 

Y«t, all Heaven's gifts being Heaven's due, 

It makes the father lesse to rue. 

At sixe month's end she parted hence 

With safety of her innocence ; 

Whose soul Heaven's queen (whose name she 

In comfort of her mother's teares, [beares) 
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Hath placed among her virgin traine : 
Where, while that severed doth remaine, 
This grave partakes the fleshly birth, 
'Which cover lightly, gentle earth. 

B. JONSON. 



ON SIR JOHN ROE. 

I'll not offend thee with a vain teare more, 
Glad-mentioned Roe: thou art but gone before. 
Whither the world must follow. And I, now,. 
Breathe to expect my when, and make my how : 
Which if most gracious Heaven- grant like to thine. 
Who wets my grave can be no friend of mine ! 

B. JONSON. 



ON BEN JONSON. 

Here lies Jonson, with the rest 

Of the poets, but the best. 

Reader,. wouldst thou more have known? 

Ask his story, not the stone ; 

That will speak what this can't tell 

Of his glory. So farewell. 

HERRICK. 



UPON A VIRGIN. 



Here a solemn fast we keep : 

While all beauty lies asleep, 

Hush'd be all things; no noise here -^ 

But the toning of a tear. 

Or a sigh of such as bring 

Cowslips for her covering. herrick. 

VOL. IV. TT 
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UPON A MAID. 

Here she lies, in beds of spice. 
Fair as Eve in Paradise ; 
For her beauty it was such, 
Poets could not praise too much. 
Virgins, come, and in a ring 
Her supremest requiems sing ; 
Then depart, but see ye tread 
Lightly, lightly o'er the dead. 

HERRICK. 



UPON HIS KINSWOMAN, 

MRS. ELIZABETH HERRICK. 

Sweet virgin, that I do not set 

The pillars up of weeping jet. 

Or mournful marble, let thy shade 

Nor wrathful seem, or fright the maid 

Who hither at her wonted hours 

Shall come to strew thy earth with flowers. 

No ; know, bless'd maid, when there's not one 

Remainder left of brass or stone, 

Thy liying epitaph shall be, 

Though lost in them, yet found in me. 

Dear, in thy bed of roses then. 

Till this world shall dissoWe as moi, 

Sleep, while we hide thee from the light. 

Drawing thy curtains round — Good night ! 
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ON PRU, HIS MAID. 

In this little urn is laid 
Prudence Baldwin, once my maid; 
From whose happy spark here let 
Spring the purple violet. 

HERRICK. 



ON A CHILD. 



Here a pretty baby lies, 
Sung asleep with lullabies ; 
Pray be silent, and not stir 
The easy earth that covers her. 

HERRICK. 



ON SIR WILLAM SKIPWItH. 

To frame a man, who in those gifts excells 
Which make the country happy where he dwells, 
We first conceive what names his line adome : 
It kindles virtue to be nobly borne. 
This picture of true gentry must be graced 
With glittering jewels, round about him placed ; 
A comely body, and a beauteous mind ; 
A heart to love, a hand to give inclined; 
A house as free and open as the ayre ; 
A tongue which joyes in language sweet and faire. 
Yet can, when need requires, with courage bold, 
To publike eares his neighbour's griefes unfold. 
All these we never More shall find in one, 
And yet all these are closed ^Vthm ^"a %\»vift« 

ilR SQSH v&itxnB0«^^ 
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ON MY D8AR MHNB 

GERVASE BEAUMONT. 

Cam I, who have for others oft compiled 
The songs of death, forget my sweetest child. 
Which, like a flower cmsbt, with a blast is dead, 
Aad ere full time hangs down his smiling head, 
Expecting with cleare hope to live anew, 
Among the angels fod with heavenly dewt 
*We have this signe of joy, that many dayes. 
While on the earth his straggling spirit stayes, 
The name of Jesus in his month containea. 
His only food, his sleeps, his ease from paines. 
O may that sound be rooted in my mind^ 
Of which in him such strong effect I find. 
Deare Lorde, receive my sonne,whose winning love 
To me was like a fri'^ndship, farre above 
The course of nature or his tender age. 
Whose lookes could all my bitter griefes assuage; 
Let his pure soule, ordain'd seven yeares to be 
In that Araile body, which vras part of me, 
Remaine my pledge in heaven, as sent to show 
How to this port at every step I goe. 

SIR JOHN BBAUMOMT. 



ON MR. HERRYS. 

Pamsngsr, whoe'er thou art. 
Stay awhile, and let thy heart 
Take acquaintance of this stone 
Before thou pasaest fiuthAr on.: 
This 8ton« wWV.VaW V^isa^ ^C&aXXynA^iQb. 
Is entombed tkk«i ciimft olT>«^^\ 



The ripe endowments of whose mind 
Left his years so much behind, 
That numbering of his virtues' praise, 
Death lost the Reckoning of his days; 
And believing what they told 
Imagined him exceeding old : 
In him perfection did set forth 
The strength of her united worth ; 
Him his wisdom's pregnant growth 
Made so reverend, even in youth, 
That in the centre of his breast 
(Sweet as is the phenix' nest) 
Every reconciled grace 
Had their general meeting place ; 
In him goodness joyed to see 
Learning learn humility : 
The splendour of his birth and blood 
Was but the gloss of his own good ; , 
The flourish of his sober youth 
Was. the pride of naked truth : 
In composure of his face 
Lived a fair, but manly grace ; 
His mouth was rhetoric's best mould, 
His tongue the touchstone of her gold ; 
What word soe'er his breath kept warm 
Was no word now, but a charm. : 
For all persuasive graces thence 
Suck'd their sweetest influence. 
His virtue that within had root 
Could not choose but shine without; 
And the' hpartbred lustre of his w(»th 
At each comer peeping forth. 
Pointed Jum out in all his wayft^ 
Circled round in his own rays ; 
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That to his sweetnefls all men's eyes 
Were vow'd lore's flaming sacrifice. 

Him while fresh and fragrant Tmw* 
Cherish'd In his golden prime; 
Ere Hebe's hand had orerlaid 
His smooth cheeks with a downy sliade ; 
The rush of l>eath'8 unmly ware 
Swept him off into his grave. 

Enough now (if thon canst) pass od^ 
For now (alas !) not in this stone 
(Passenger, whoe'er thon art) 
Is he entombed, but in thy heart. 



UPON A HUSBAND AND WIFE, 

WHO DIBD AND WERE BURISD TOGETHBK. ' 

To these, whom Death again did wed. 
This grave's the second marriage bed. 
For though the hand of frite could force 
'Twixt soul and body a divorcer 
It could not sever man and vrife, 
Because they both lived but one life. 
Peace, good reader, do not weep ; 
Peace, the lovers are asleep ! 
They (sweet turtles) folded lie 
In the last knot that love could tie. 
Let them sleep, let them sleep on. 
Till this stormy night be gone. 
And the eternal morrow dawn ; 
Then the curtains will be drawn. 
And they wake into a light 
Whose day bVi^VV iL«s«t ^<& Vtimi^ht, 
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ON MY DEAR AUNT, 

MRS. ANNE STANHOPE. 

Forbear, bold passenger, forbear 

The verge of this sad sepulchre ! 

Put off thy shoes, nor dare to tread 

The hallow'd earth where she lies dead: 

For in this vault the magazine 

Qf female virtue's stored, and in 

This marble casket is confined 

The jewel of all womankind. 

For htte she lies whose spring was crown'd 

With every grace in beauty found ; 

Whose summer to that spring did suit. 

Whose autumn crack'd with happy fruit : 

Whose fall was, like her life, so spent, 

Exemplary and excellent 

For here the fairest, chastest maid 

That this age ever knew, is laid : 

The best of kindred, best of friends, 

Of most faith, and of fewest ends; 

Whose fame the tracks of time survives ; 

The best of mothers, best of wives. 

Lastly, which the whole sum of praise implies, 

Here she who was the best of women lies. 

c. corrov. 



ON ROBERT PORT, ESQ. 

Here lies he, whom the tyrant's rage, 
Snatch'd in a venerable age ; 
And here, with him, entomVd dQi\k>^!& 
Honour and Hospitality. c. 



"^ 
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ON ROBERT PORT, ESQ. 

Virtue in those good times that bred good men 
No testimony craved of tongue or pen : 
No marble columns, nor engraven brass 
To tell the world that such a person was : 
For then each pious act, to fair descent. 
Stood for the worthy owner*s monument: 
But in this change of manners and of states, 
Good names, though writ in marble, have their 

fates. 
Such is the barbarous and irreverent rage 
That arms the rabble of this impious age. 

Yet may this happy stone (that bears a name 
Such as no bold survivor dares to claim) 
To ages yet unborn unblemish*d stand. 
Safe from the stroke of an inhuman hand. 

Here, reader, here a Porfs sad reliques lie. 
To teach the careless world mortality ; 
Who, while he mortal was, unrivall'd stood. 
The crown and glory of his ancient blood : 
Fit for his prince's and his country's trust. 
Pious to God, and to his neighbour just. 
A loyal husband to his latest end, 
A gracious father and a faithful friend. 
Beloved he lived, and died o*ercharged with 

years. 
Fuller of honour than of silver hairs : 
And, to sum up his virtues, this was hei 
Who was what all we should, but cannot be. 

c. corroM. 
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ON A LADY. 

Within the closure of this narrow grave 
Lie all those graces a good wife could have : . 
But on this marble they shall not be read, 
For then the living envy would the ^ead. 

W. DRUMMOND. 

ON A YOUTH. 

Fa]$ie, register of Time, 

Write in thy scroll that I, 

Of wisdom lover, and sweet poesy. 

Was cropped in my prime ; 

And ripe in youth, though green in years, did jdie. 

W. DRUMMOND. 



ON THE LADY SEDLEY. 

Herb lies the learned Savile's heir, 
So early wise, and lasting fdir ! 
That none, except her years they told. 
Thought her a child, or thought her old. 
All that her father knew or got. 
His art, his wealth, fell to her lot ; 
And she so well improved that stock, 
Both of his knowledge and his flock. 
That Wit and Fortune, reconciled 
In her, upon each, other smiled. 
While she, to every well taught mind. 
Was so propitiously inclined. 
And. gave such title to her store, 
That. none but the' ignorant were poor. 
YOL. nr. u u 




p. tul 

Tlie Hascs duty fima± svpplieay 
Bodb finm her kaads aad froH 
Her bomity did at oaoe CBga^, 
And antcUeas bemty wana ilwii i«ge. 
Such was this daae; ia rilr i days 
Her aatioB's onaaeat aad pvalM. 
Bnty when a stom distarb'd oar vesl^ 
The port aad lefoge of the' ii|nin mM. 
This made her fortaae vadcntood 
And look'd oa as soaa pablic good ; 
So that (her penoa aad her state 
Exempted from the oobubob &te) 
In all our ciril fary she 
Stood, like a sacred teaqpley free. 
May here her momuaort staad so. 
To credit this rude age ! aad show 
To fetare times that erea we 
Some patterns did of Tirtne see ; 
And one soblime example had 
Of goody among so many bad. 



i 



ON THE LADY WHITBf ORE. 

Fair, kind, and true; a treasure each, alone^ 
A wife, a mistress, and a friend, in one. 
Rest in this tomb, raised at thy husband's cost, 
Here sadly summing what he had and loet. 

Come, Virgins, ere in equal bands ye joiuy 
Come first, and offer at her sacred shrine; 
Pray but for half the Tirtues of this wifr. 
Compound for all the rest with longer life ; 
And wish your tows, like hers, may be retnnM, 
80 loved when U^m%) wa*^ ^\m».^«»&.^ ^BsnEoTd. 
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ON SIR PALMES FAIRBONE'S TOMB, 

IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

Sacred to the immortal Memory of Sir Palmes Fair- 
bone, Ktught, Choemor of Tangier; in execution of 
which command he was mortally wounded by a shot from 
the Moort, then besieging the town, in the f&rty-sixtk 
year of his age, October 24, 1680. 

Ye sacred relics, which your marble keep, 
Here, undisturb'd by wars, in quiet sleep : 
Discharge the trust, which, when it was beloWy 
Fairbone's imdaiinted soul did undergo. 
And be the town's Palladium from the foe. 
Alive and dead these walls he will defend : 
Great actions great examples must attend. 
The Candian siege his early yalour knew. 
Where Turkish blood did his young hands imbrue. 
From thence returning with deserved applause. 
Against the Moors his well-flesh'd sword he draws ; 
The same the courage, and the same the cause. 
His youth and age, his life and death combine, 
As in some great and regular design. 
All of a piece throughout, and all divine. 
Still nearer heaven his virtues shone more bright, 
like rising flames, expanding in their height ; 
The martyr's glory crown'd the soldier's fight. 
More bravely British general never fell. 
Nor general's death was e'er revenged so well; 
Which his pleased eyes beheld before their close, 
Follow'd by thousand victims of his foes. 
To his lamented loss for time to come 
His piouB widow consecrates t^ VoisX^. 
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ON TBC 

MONUMENT OF MARY FRAMPTON, 

A FAIR BIAIDEN LADY, WHO DIED AT BATH, AKBB 
THERE INTERRED. OB. SIVT. 6, 1698. 



Below tliis marble monument is laid 
All that Heaven wants of this celestial maid ; 
Preserve, O sacred tomb ! thy tn&t consignM ; 
The mould was made on purpose for the mmd, 
And she would lose, if, at the latter day, . 
One atom could be mix'd of other clay. 
Such were the features of her heavenly face. 
Her limbs were form'd with such harmonious grace. 
So faultless was the frame, as if the whole 
Had been an 'emanation of the soul. 
Which her own inward symmetry reveal'd. 
And like a picture shone, in glass anneal'd ; 
Or like the sun eclipsed, with shi^ed light. 
Too piercing else to be sustained by sight ; 
Each thought was visible that roll'd withUi, 
As through a crystal case the figured hours are seen: 
And Heaven did this transparent veil provide, 
Because she had no guilty thought to hid^. 
All white, a virgin-saint, she sought the skies; 
tor marriage, though it sullies not, it dyes. 
High though her wit, yet humble was her mind; 
As if she could not, or she would not find 
How much her worth transcended all her* kind. 
Yet she had leam'd so much of heaven below, 
That when arrived, she scarce had more to know; 
But only to refresh the former hint. 
And read her "NLiJfeet m «ti«:\x«t ^Ta!X\ 
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So pious, as she had no time to spare 
For human thoughts, but was confined to prayer : 
Yet in such charities she pass'd the day, 
Twas wondrous how she found an hour to pray. 
A soul so calm, it knew not ebbs or flows, 
Which passion could but curl, not discompose. 
A female softness, with a manly mind ; 
A daughter duteous, and a sister kind ; 
In sickness patient, and in death resigned. ^ 

DRYDEN. 



ON KING WILLIAM THE THIRD, 

OF GLORIOUS MEMORY, 
WHO DIED MARCH 8, 1701. 

Beneath these honours of a tomb 
Gretitness in humble ruin lies : 

(How earth confines in narrow room 
What heroes leave beneath the skies !) 

Preserve, O venerable pile, 

Inviolate thy sacred trust: 
To thy cold arms the British isle, 

Weeping, commits her richest dust. 

Ye gentlest ministers of Fate, 
Attend the monarch as he lies ; 

And bid the softest Slumbers wait 
With silken cords to bind his eyes. 

Rest his dear sword beneath his head ; 

Round him his faithful arms shall stand : 
Fix his bright ensigns on his bed^ 

The guards and honoura oi omcc Y^aAl. 




• 
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Ye sister arts of Paint and Verse, 
Place Albion fainting by his side. 

Her groans arising o*er the heane. 
And Belgia sinking when he di^ 

High o'er the grave Religion set 

In solemn guise ; pronounce the groan 

Sacred, to bar unhallowed feet. 

And plant her guardian Yirtoes round. 

Fair Liberty in sables dress*d, 

Write his loved name upon his oniy 

* William, the scourge of tyrants pa8^ 
And awe of princes yet unborn.' 

Sweet Peace, his sacred relics keep, 
With olives bloomfaig round her head ; 

And stretch her wings across the deep. 
To bless the nations with the shade. 

Stand on the pile, immortal Fame, 
Broad stars adorn thy brightest robe. 

Thy thousand voices sound his name 
In silver accents round the globe. 

Flattery shall faint beneath the sound. 
While hoary Truth inspires the song ; 

Envy grow psde and bite the ground. 
And Slander gnaw her forky tongue. 

Night and the grave, remove your gloom 
Darkness becomes the vulgar dead; 

But Glory bids the royal tomb 
Disdain the horrors of a shade. 

Glory with all her lamps shall bum. 
And watch the warrior's sleeping claj. 

Till the last trumpet rouse his urn 
To aid the triumphs of the day. wj 
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TO THE 

MEMORY OF A FAIR YOUNG LADY. 

When black with shades this mourning vault ap- 
And the relenting marble flows with tears, [pears, 
Think then what griefs a parent's bosom wound, 
Whose fatal loss enrich*d this hallow'd ground. 

Strew lilies here, and myrtle wreaths prepare, 
To crown the fading triumphs of the fair: 
Here blooming youth and charming beauties lie, 
Till earth resign them to their native sky ; 
Like china, laid for ages to refine. 
And make her body, like the soul, divine. 

Unmingled may the fragrant dust remain. 
No common earth the sacred sweets profieuie ; 
But let her urn preserve its virgin store. 
Chaste and unsullied as she lived before. 

YALDEN. 



ON LORD AUBREY BEAUCLERK*. 

Whiut Britain boasts her empire o'er the deep, 
This marble shall compel the brave to weep : 
As men, as Britons, and as soldiers, mourn ; 
'TIS dauntless, loyal, virtuous Beauclerk*s urn. 
Sweet were his manners, as his soul was great. 
And ripe his worth, though immature his fate ; 
Each tender grace that joy and love inspires, 
Living, he mingled with his martial fires : 
Dying, he bid Britannia's thunders roar. 
And Spain still felt him when he was no more. 

YOUNG. 

• A ion of the Duke of St. Albans, killed, «t the age or 
thirty, at the attack on Cartbagena. 
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ON HIS WIFE. 

£\ocGH, cold stone! snfibe her loag-Iired Mae, 
Words are too weak to pay her Tiitne's claim; 
Temples and tombs and tongn e s shall waste awif ,^ 
And power's Tain pomp in mouldering dost deoiy «• 
But ere mankind a wife more perfect aee, 
Etenkity, O Time! shall Iniiy thee. 

AAmom BBimf 



ON SIR ISAAC NEWTON. 

More than his name were less. Twoald seem li. 
fear, [hat; 

He who increased heaven's feme could wairt it 
Yet when the worlds he lighted up shall fede. 
And all the worlds he foond are first decayed, > 
Then void and waste eternity shall lie. 
And Time and Newton's name togetiier die. 

AAROMHIU. 



ON A YOUNG LADY, 

WHO DIED UMMARBIKD. 

Ripe in yirtae, green in years. 
Here a matchless maid lies low ; 

None could read and spare their tears. 
Did they but her sweetness know. 

Humbly wise, and meekly good. 
No earthly lover's arms she bleaa'd; 

But, full of grace, her Saviour woo'd. 
And hides her blushes in his breast. 
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ON A YOUNG LADY. 

Closed are those eyes that beam'd seraphic fire ; 
Cold is that breast which gaye the world desire ; 
Mute is the Toice where winning softness warm'd, 
Where music melted, and where wisdom charm'd ; 
And lively wit, which, decently confined, 
No prude e'er thought impure, no fri^d unkind. 
Could modest knowledge, fair untrifling youth, 
Peisuasive reason, and endearing truth, 
Could honour, shown in friendships most refined. 
And sense that shields the^ attempted yirtuous 
The social temper never known to strife, [mind, 
The heightening graces that embellish life ; 
Could these have e'er the darts of death defied. 
Never, ah ! never had Melinda died; 
Nor can she die — e'en now survives her name^ 
Immortalized by friendship, love, and fame. 

SAVAGE. 



UPON HUGH LUMBER, 

A HUSBANDMAN. 

In cottages and lonely cells 
True piety neglected dwells, 
Till cAll'd to heaven, her native seat, 
Where the good man alone is great : 
'Tis then this humble dust shall rise 
And view his Judge with joyful eyes, 
While haughty t3rTant8 shrink afraid. 
And call the mountains to their aid. 

SCniERVILE. 
VOL. IT. XX 
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THE AUTHOR'S EPITAPH. 

In Jttventiite cnra at benA vivat* in aeiwctnte at bend noriarii. 



Here, stranger ! view la stone without a name, 
The name though placed obscure to thee andftine; 
The real merits oi the mortal clay 
Must wait the judgment of the final day. [smile, 

Like thee IVe seen both fortune's frown and 
Felt all the hopes deluded man beguile ; 
As thou art now, have I with life been bless'd. 
As I do now, so shortly thou must rest! 
Must every joy and erery prospect leaye 
Contracted, in the limits of the graye : 
See how the spoils of death around are spread, 
Think as you walk what treacherous ground yoo 

tread ! 
The mother-earth, that mixes now with me. 
Next moment may reclaim its share in thee ! 
A smoke ! a flower I a shadow! and a breath! 
Are real things compared with life and death: 
Like bubbles on the stream of time we pass. 
Swell, burst, and mingle with the common mass! 
Then, oh, reflect! ere fate unheeded come. 
And snatch this lesson from the yocal tomb ! 
Known in thy conduct, fix'd upon thy mind, 
^ The love of God, and welfure of mankind.* 

Then when old Nature shall to ruin turn. 
Heaven melt with heat, and earth dissolving bum! 
Amidst the flame inscribed this truth shall shine. 
Its force immortal, and its work divine ! 

B0Y8B. 
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ON CAPTAIN GRENVILLE; 

KILLED IN LORD ANSON'S , ENGAGEMENT IN 1747b 

Ye weeping Muses, Graces, Virtaes, tell 
If, since your all accomplished Sidney fell> 
You, or afflicted Britain, e'er deplored 
A loss like that these plaintive lays record! 
Such spotless honour; such ingenuous truth! 
Such ripen'd wisdom in the bloom of youth ! 
So mild, so gentle, so composed a mind, 
To such heroic warmth and courage join'd ! 
He, too, like Sidney, nursed in Learning's arms. 
For nobler war forsook her softer charms : 
Like him, possessed of eyery pleasant i»rt. 
The secret wish of every female's heart : 
Like him, cut off in youthfal glory's pride. 
Hey unrepining, for his country died. 

XYTTELTON. 



ON MR. AIRMAN AND HIS SON, 

Dear to the good and wise, dispraised by none^ 
Here sleep in peace the father and the son ; 
By virtue, as by nature, close allied. 
The painter's gpnius*, but without flie pride ; 
Worth unambitious, wit afraid to shine ; [vine : 
Honour's clear light, and friendship's warmth di- 
The son, fair-rising, knew too short a date ; 
But, oh ! how more severe the father's fate ! 
He saw Mm torn untimely from his side. 
Felt all a father's anguish — wept, and died. 

BfAtXET. 

* The elder Mr. Aikman wu an eminent painter. For 
Thomson'* Elegy on the Death of Ailunan, lee page 219 of 
thli voloffle. . 
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ON THE AUTHOR OF THE SEASONS. 

OmsBs to marble may tiieir glory owe. 
And boast tboce bonoun iciilptiue can bestow; 
Shortlired renown ! tiiat erery moment must 
Sink with its emUem, and consnme to dust 
But Thomson needs no artist to engraye, 
From dnmb obliTion no device to save ; 
Such mlgar aids let names inferior ask. 
Nature for him herself assumes the task ; 
The Seasons are his monument oi fiune,- 
With them to fioarish, as from them it came. 

AXOMYMOi'S. 




ON THE AUTHOR'S FATHER, 

IN THE PARISH CHUSCH OF BSOUGRy WSmiOl* 
LAND, OF WHICH HE WAS THIBTY-TWO TBABS 
TICAR. 

Dear to the wise and good, \jj all approred. 
The joy of Virtue, and Heaven's well belored! 
His life inspired with every better art, 
A learned head, clear soul, and honest heart 
Each Science chose his breast its friyovirite seat, 
Each language, but the language of deceit. 
Severe his virtues, but his manners kind, 
A manly form, and a seraphic mind. 
So long he waik'd in Virtue's even road. 
In him, at length, 'twas natural to do good. 
Xike Eden* his old age, (a Sabbath rest!) 
Flow'd without noise, yet all around him bless'd ! 
His patron, Jesus ! vnth no titles graced, 
But that best title, a good parish ptieit. 
• The liter lAea w* WW BiNiitlk. 
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Peace with his ashes dwell. And, mortals, know, 
The sainfs above, the dust alone below. 
The wise and good shall pay their tribute here, 
The modest tribute of one thought and tear ; 
Then pensive sigh, and say — To me be giyen. 
By living thus on earth, to reign in heaven. 

W. THOMPSON. 



ON THE AUTHOR'S MOTHER, 

IN THE PARISH CHURCH OF BROUGH, WESTMOR- 
LAND. 

Here rests a pattern of the female life. 
The woman, friend, the mother, and the wife ; 
A woman formed by Nature more than Art, 
With smiling ease to gain upon the heart; 
A fnend as true as guardian angels are. 
Kindness her law, humanity her care : 
A mother sweetly tender, justly dear, 
Oh! never to be named without a tear: 
A wife of every social charm possess'd. 
Blessing her husbands * — ^in her husbands bless'd. 
Love in her heart, compassion in her eye, 
Her thoughts as humble as her virtues high : 
Her knowledge useful, nor too high nor low 
To serve her Maker, and herself to know : 
Bom to relieve the poor, the rich to please. 
To live with honour, and to die in peace. 
So full her hope, her wishes so resigned. 
Her life so blameless, so unstain'd her mind. 
Heaven smiled to see, and gave the gracious nod, 
Nor longer would detain her from her God. 

W. THOMPSOMj 
* She wai twice married. 




so BUBBAWr KmtACTS. p. Tin. 



ON HIS MOTHER. 

Hnk> wko to teach tikis trembling hand to write, 
TnilM tlM long day, and watch'd the tedious nigh^ 
I sMMin, tiioogh nnmber'd with the heavenly 

host^— 
Witfi her the means of gratitade are lost ! 

J. LANGHORNE. 



ON GENERAL WOLFE, 

SLAW AT QUEBEC, 1769 ; AGED 34. 

Bnrroiiy approach with awe tiiis sacred shrine, 
And if the Father^s sacred name be thine. 
If then hast mark'd thy stripling's cheeks to glow 
When war was mentioned or the Gallic foe, 
If shining arms his inlant sports employ. 
And warm his rage — here bring the warlike boy^ 
Here let him stand, whilst thou enrapt shalt tell 
How fought the glorious Wolfe, how glorious fell : 
Th&k when thou mark'st his bursting ardours rise, 
And all the warrior flashing in his eyes. 
Catch his young hand, and while he lifts it here. 
By Wolfe's great soul the future Wolfe shall swear 
Eternal hate against the faithless Gaul, 
lake Wolfe to conquer, or like Wolfe to fSUL 
What future HannibiUs shall England see 
Raised and inspired, O gallant Wolfe, by tiiee! 
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ON 

JOHN HAMILTON MORTIMER, R.A. 

WHO DIED IN 1779, AT THE AGE OF 40. 

O'er Angelo*s proud tomb no tear was shed ; 
Pleased was each Muse, for full his honours 

spread : 
To bear his genius to its utmost shore, 
The length of human days could give no more. 

Oh, Mortimer ! o*er thy untimely urn. 
The Arts and all the gentle Muses mourn ; 
And shades of English heroes gliding by. 
Heave o'er thy shrine the languid hopeless sigh. 
Thine all the breathing rage of bold design, 
And all the poetry of painting thine. 
Oh! long had thy meridian sun to blaze, 
And, onward hovering in its magic rays. 
What visions rose ! — Fair England's patriots old; 
Monarchs of proudest fame, and barons bold. 
In the fired moments of their bravest strife. 
Bursting beneath thy hand again to life ! 
So shone thy noon< — ^when one dim void profound 
Rush'd on, and shapeless darkness closed around. 
Alas ! while ghosts of heroes round thy tomb, 
Robb'd of their hope, bewail the Artisf s doom. 
Thy friend, O Mortimer, in grief sincere. 
Pours o'er the man sad memory's silent tear; 
And in the fond remembrance of thy heart 
Forgets the honours of thy wondrous art. 

MICKLB. 
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ON LORD NEWHALL. 

To fame let Flattery the proud €;olamii niK| 
And guilty greatness load with Yenal prtfae, 
This monument, for nobler use design'dy 
Speaks to the heart, and rises for mankind; 
Whose moral strain, if rightly understoodt 
Invites thee to be humble, wise, and good. 
Learn here, of life, life's every sacred ead; 
Hence form the father, husband, judge wadtM^ 
Here wealth and greatness found no partiai pi^ 
The poor look'd fearless in the' oppressm's fiMI 
One plain good meaning through his conduct iii) 
And if he err'd, alas ! he err*d as man. 
If then, unconscious of so fair a fame 
Thou read'st without the wish to be the samey 
Though proud of titles or of boundless stoic. 
By blood ignoble, and by wealth made poor, 
Yet read ; some vice perhaps thou mayst tttipi 
Be e'en that momentary virtue thine ; 
Heaven in thy breast here work its first essijf 
Think on this man, and pass unblamed one di^* 

HABaLTOH. 



ON LORD BINNING. 

Beneath this sacred marble ever sleeps. 
For whom a father, mother, consort weeps ; 
Whom brothers', sisters', pious grietis pursue, 
And children's tears with virtuous drops bedew: 
The Loves and Graces grieving round api>ear, 
E'en Mirth YieT8ft\S\i^tonifc% «tTQ»v)cr(^<&^ V«i^>^ 
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The stranger who directs his steps this way 
r Shall witness to thy worth, and wondering say, — 
* * Thy life, though short, can we unhappy call? 
I Sure thine was bless'd, for it was social all : 
f Oy may no hostile hand this place inyade, 
i For eyer sacred to thy gentle shade ! 
Who knew m all life's offices to please, 
Join'd taste to virtue, and to virtue ease ; 
With, riches bless'd, did not the poor disdain, 
Was knowing, humble, friendly, great, humane ; 
By good men honoured, by the bad approved^ 
^nd loved the Muses, by the Muses loved ; 
EUiil ! and farewell, who bore the gentlest mind, 
For thou indeed hast been of humankind.' 

tlAMILTON. 



ON LORD BARGENY. 

Go hence, instructed from this early urn. 
Wise as you weep, and better as you mourn ; 
This urn, where titles, fortune, youth repose ; 
How vain the fleeting good that life bestows I 
Learn, Age, when now it can no more supply, 
To quit the burden, and consent to die ; 
Secure, the truly virtuous never tell 
How long the part was acted, but how well : 
Youth, stand convicted of each foolish claim, 
Each daring wish of lengthened life and faitte; 
Thy life a moment, and thy fame a breath. 
The natural end, oblivion and death ; 
Hear then this solemn truth, obey its call, 
Submiss adore^ for this is mankind'tt «il. 

VOL, IV, ^ X 
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ON SIR JAMES SUTTIE. 

This unambitious stone presenres a name 
To friendship sanctified, untouched by fame ; 
A son this raised, by holy duty fired, 
These sung a friend, by friencUy zeal inspired. 
No venal folsehood stain'd the filial tear ; 
Unbought, unask'd, the friendly praise sincere f 
Both for a good man weep, without offence. 
Who led his days in ease and innocence. 
His tear rose honest; honest rose his smile; 
His heart no falsehood knew, his tongue no guile ; 
A Simple mind with plain just notions fraught, 
Nor warp'd by wit, nor by proud science taught; 
Nature's plain light still rightly understood. 
That never hesitates the fair and good — 
Who view'd self-balanced, from his calm retreat, 
The storms that vex the busy and the great, 
Unmingling in the scene, whatever befeU, 
Pitied his suffering kind, and wished them well ; 
Careless if monarchs frown'd or statesmen smiled. 
His purer joy, his friend, his wife, or child; 
Constant to act the hospitable part, 
Love in his look, and welcome in his heart ; 
Such unprized blessings did his life employ. 
The social moment, the domestic joy, 
A joy beneficent, warm, cordial, kind, 
That leaves no doubt, no grudge, no sting behind : 
The heart-bom rapture that from virtue springs. 
The poor man's portion God withheld from kings. 
This life at decent time was bid to cease, 
Finished among his weeping friends in peace: 
Go, traveller, wish his shade eternal rest; 
Go, be the same, for this is to be bless'd. 

hamhooii. 



EPITAPHS. *47 

ON MR. BAILLIE, 

OF JERVI8WOOD. 

The pious parent raised this hallo'w'd place 
A monument for them and for their race : 
Descendants ! be it your successive cares, 
That no degenerate dust e'er mix with theirs. 

HABOLTON. 



ON MR. BASIL HAMILTON. 

This verse, O gentle Hamilton ! be thine, 
Each softer grace, below thy darling shrink. 
Nature to thee did her best gifts impart. 
The mildest manners, and the warmest heart ; 
H(Hiour erected in thy breast its throne. 
And kind humanity was all thy own. 

HAMILTON. 



ON MRS. COLQUHOUN, 
OF Lusa. 

Unblamed, O sacred shrine ! let me draw near ; 
A sister's ashes claim a brother's tear : 
No semblant arts this copious spring supply, 
'TIS Nature's drops that swell in Friendship's eye : 
O'er this sad tomb see kneeling brothers bend. 
Who wail a sister that excell'd a friend ; 
A child like this each parent's wish engage, 
Grace of his youth and solace of his age : 
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Hence the chaste Yirgin learn each pious art 
Who sighs sincere to bless a Tirtuoiis heart; 
The faithful youth, when Heaven the choice in- 
spires, 
Such hope the partner of his kind desires. 
Oh, early lost! yet early all fnlfOl'd 
Each tender office of wife, sister, child ; 
All these in early youth thou hadst obtain'd ; 
The fiur maternal pattern yet remained, [spare; 
Hearen sought not that— else Heayeb had bid to 
To thine succeeds now Providence's care — 
Amidst the pomp that to the dead we give 
To soothe the yanity of those that live. 
Receive thy destined place, a hallowed grave, 
lis all we can bestow, or thou canst crave. 
Be these the honours that embalm thy name. 
The matron's praise, woman's best silent fame ! 
Such, to remembrance dear, thy worth be found, 
When queens and flatterers sleep forgot around. 
Till awful sounds shall break the solemn rest; 
Then wake amongst the bless'd, for ever bless'd. 
Meanwhile upon this stone thy name shall live, 
Sure Heaven will let this pious verse survive. 

HAIOLTON. 



ON MRS. KEITH. 



Whatb'er all-giving Nature could impart, 
Whate'er or chaxm'd the eye or warm'd the heart; 
Beauty, by candid Virtue still approved, 
Virtue, by Beauty render'd most beloved; 
Whate'er kind Friendship or endearing Thitfa 
For bless'd old age had treasured up in youth ; 
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What bless'd old age, in its last calm adieu, 
Might with applause and. conscious joy review^ 
Reposes here, to wake in endless bliss, 
Too early rayish'd from a world like this ! 
Where fair examples strike, but not inspire 
To imitate the virtues all admire ! 
Yet listen, virgins ! to this saving strain. 
If she has lived— let her not die in vain ! 

HABOLTON. 



ON MRS. HEPBURN. ' 

Stay, passenger; this stone demands thy tear; 
Here rest the hopes of many a tender year : 

Our sorrow now so late oar joy and praise ! 

Lost in the mild Aurora of her days. 
What Virtues might have graced her fuller day! 
' But ah ! the charm just shown and snatch'd away.* 
Friendship, Love, Nature, all reclaim in vain ; 
Heaven, when it vnlls, resumes its gifts again. 

HAMILTON. 



ON MR. CUNNINGHAM, 

OF CRAIGENDS. 

A SON, a wife bade the plain marble rise ; 
Beneath the sacred shade a good man lies. 
In Britain's senate long unblamed he sat, 
And anxious trembled for her doubtful fate : 
Above all giddy hopes, all selfish ends. 
His country was his family and friends. 




Ubtolflft; 
tl» rieh mi gfewkft; 




ONMBSSBTON^ 




In teM wn Ul0v*4 Willi' Mtteiad «had% 

Wl^t Ifci Iwg liau nf OtiMili urn riif oau, 
WkiiM liHhi ti vMoM «r to falovrraae; 
T1mmi|^ bow a thiiiHwi age, to slmTeiy pfonei 
PMt Sum de^isiiigy ctrdeas of its own. 
Records so mani esdi poUie Tiitne fled. 
Who wiadj oooBBd'd, or irho brsYoly bled; 
Hmmi^ hm tlie wsirior-shield is hmig no man 
Bat ereiy misled tntfUkj tore, [kH 

Hesren's praise, mss's honour, ahsre one shsmelii 
God snd his imsge both slike forgot — 
T6 this sweet maid a kindred place is doe. 
Her eardi shsll consecrate tiiese walls anew ! 
The Muse that Ustens to desert alone. 
Snatched from fate, and seals tiiee for her own. 

HAlOCIOlf. 
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EPITAPH. 

Could this fair marble to the world impart 
Half of the woes that rend a husband's heart. 
Could it be taught to look with Nature's eye, 
Like friendship could it breathe the tender sigh, 
With each dear rapture bid the bosom glow 
Love e'er could taste, or tenderness bestow ; 
Then might it tower unblamed amid the skies. 
And not to vanity, but virtue, rise : 
Its noblest pomp the humble eye endure. 
And pride, when most it swell'd, here find a core. 
Cease then — ^nor at the Sovereign Will repine ; 
It gives, we bless ; it snatches, we resign : 
To earth what came from earth returns again. 
Heaven framed the' immortal part above to reign. 

HAMILTON. 



EPITAPH. 



Does great and splendid villany allure? 

Go search in W ^'s trial for a cure. 

Bless'd with enough, wouldst thou increase it still ? 

Examine Ch 's Hfe, and R— d*s will. 

Wouldst thou be happy? then these rules receive, 
Read this verse gratis, and thy soul shall live. 
Learn from this man, who now lies five feet deep. 
To drink when doubting ; and when tempted, sleep : 
This led him safe through life's tempestuous steer- 
Poor by no place, ignoble by no peerage ; [age, 
An easy mind, by no entails devised ; 
An humble virtue, by no kings expised : 
Stated no law case, and no critic quoted ; 
Spoke what he thought ; and never swore nor voted. 



i 



^'^iUvs. 



Coarl> he abhoiT'd, their emn, Um 
St. Junes; VeiMiUea ; all. all bat Sn 
There where no statemaii bnji, do 
A Tirtooui palace, where no monan 
With kind Bai^eny, fiutfafnl to hi* 
Whom HeaTen made good and aoc 

Lordi 
The cities view*d of nian;-langnage 
Popea, pimps, kinga, famesterii 

Enjof'd what Hopetonn'B groves coal 
The philosophic raptore of the field 
Nor a^k'd, nor fear'd. Hia life and 
No critics eavy, and no flatterers pr 
Suce those who know how hard to ' 
Would judge with candour, pity an 
Known bat to few, as if he ne'er ha 
He stole through life unheeded and 
He often err'd, but broke no social 
Unbribed bf statesmeu, and anhort 



EPITAPH. 
Nvmph! over thee, chaste, fair, an< 

Elach bosom breathes a si^h; 
A|ipliLu9eH flow from every tongue. 

And tears from every eye. 
HIill lives and ever ahall thy name, 

Tliy beauty outy died : 
Knv) has nolhlnx to proclaim. 

Nut Flattery to hidu. a; 



ON HIMSELF. 

Rbader, approach my nm — thtra need'Bt not fear 

The' eitorted promiae of one plaintive tear. 

To mourn thy unknown friend. — Prom me thoult 

More than a Plato tanght— (he gj-and concern 
Of mortals ! — Wrapp'd M pensive thought, surrej 
This little freehold of uuthinking claj; 
And know thy end ! [explore ; 

Though young, though gay, this scene of deatii 
Alas ! (he young, the gay is now no more I 



ON ROBERT CLAVERING, M.B. 

OhI come,nho know the childless parent's si^, 
The bleeding bosom, and Uie streaming eye^ 
Who feel the woonds a dying friend imparts, 
When the last pang divides two social hearts. ■ 
This weeping marble claims the generous tear, 
Here lies the friend, the son, and all that's dear. 

He fell full blosBom'd in the pride of yoatb, 
The nobler pride of science, worth, and trath. 
Calm and serene he view'd hia monldering clay, 
Nor fear'd to go, nor fondly wish'd to stay : 
And when the king of terrors he descried, 
Kiss'dthe stem mandate, bow'd his head, and died. 






ON COUONEL GARDINER: 

IT JW WLkMM m THB BAXTIS «NP FKBSTOM FAM 

1745. 

WmLB €uBfter Bciit asks tibe powers of Terse, 
0«r fiatUU Ime shall Gardiner^s wortii reheuM 
Tbe hiredmg hao and tibe ■laityT'd saint 
TVaaaceads the poet's pen, the herald*8 paint. 
His the best pafli to fiune that e'er was trod. 
And snrelj his — a gloarioas road to God. 

cxyiTOVa 



ON MR. SIBLEY, 

OF STCDHAH. 



Hbre lies an honest man ! without pretence 
To more tiban pradence, and to common sense ; 
Who knew no yanity, disguise, nor art; 
Who scom'd all language foreign to the heart. 
Diffusiye as the light lus bounty spread. 
Clothed were the naked, and the hungry fed. 

^ These be his honours !' honours that disdain 
The blazon'd scutcheon, aiid the herald's feme! 
Honours ! which boast defiance to the grare. 
Where (spite of Anstis*) rots the garter'd knaTC 

COTTOil. 

* Amtis was Garter King at ArmB, and aothor of Ttrioi 
haraldic works. He died in 1744. 
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ON A LADY, 

WHO HAD LABOURED UNDER A CANCER. 

Stranger, these dear remains contained a mind 
As infants guileless and as angels kind. 
Ripening for heaven, by pains and sufferings tried ; 
To pain superior, and unknown to pride. 
Calm and serene beneath affliction's rod. 
Because she gave her willing heart tp Ood ! 
Because she trusted in her Saviour's power. 
Hence firm and fearless in the dying hour ! 

"So venal Muse this faithful picture draws; 
Bless'd saint! desert like yours extorts applause* 
Oh! let a weeping friend discharge his due; 
His debt to worth, to excellence, and you! 

COTTON, . 



ON MR. THOMAS STRONG; 

WHO DIED ON THE 26TH OF DECEBIBER, 1736. 

In action prudent, and in word sincere. 
In friendship faithful, and in honour clear; 
Through life's vain scenes the same in every part, 
A steady judgment and an honest heart. 
Thou vaunf St no honours — all thy boast, a mind 
As infants guileless and as angels kind. 

When ask'd to whom these lovely truths belong^ 
Thy friends shall answer, weeping, ' Here lies 
Strong.' 

POTTOM* 
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ON MISS GEE ; 

WHO DIED OCTOBER 25, 1736; JBTAT, 28. 

BEAirrEous, nor known to pride, to friends sincere,^ 
Mild to thy neighbour, to thyself seyere ; 
Unstain'd thy honour — and thy wit was such. 
Knew no extremes, nor little nor too much. 
Few were thy years, and painful through the whole, 
Yet calm thy passage and serene thy soul. 

Reader, amidstthese sacred crowds that sleep*, 
View this once lovely form, nor grudge to weep. — 
O death all terrible ! how sure thy hour ! 
How wide thy conquests ! and how fell thy power ! 
When youth, wit, virtue plead for longer reign; 
When youth, when wit, when virtue plead in vain : 
Stranger, then vireep afresh — ^for know, this clay 
Was once tiie good, the wise, the beautiful, the gay. 

COTTOM. 



ON 

JOHN DUKE OF BRIDGEWATER; - 

WHO DIED IN THE TWENTY-FIRST YEAR OF ED 

AGE, 1747-8. 

Intent to hear, and bounteous to bestow, 
A mind that melted at another's woe ; 
Studious to act the self-approving part. 
That midnight music of the honest heart! 

• Tb€ anthor is soppoied to be iDMsrlblng tiie dMrader of 
the deceaaed upon her tombi and therefore * crowda that rietp^ 
mean the dead. 
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Those silent joys the' illustrious youth possess'd, 
Those cloudless sunshines of the spotless breast! 
From pride of peerage and from folly free, 
life's early mom, fair Virtue! gave to thee; 
Forbad the tear to steal from sorrow's eye, 
Bade anxious Poverty forget to sigh; 
lake Titus, knew the value of a day; 
And Want went smiling from his gates away. 

The rest were honours borrowed from the throne ; 
These honours, Egerton, were all thy own ! 

cxyrroN. 



ON THE REV. SAMUEL CLARK ; 

WHO DIED DECEMBER THE 26TH, AGED 42. 

What! though such yarious worth is seldom 

known. 
No adulation rears this sacred stone. 
No partial love this genuine picture draws. 
No venal pencil prostitutes applause : 
Justice and truth in artless colours paint 
The man, the friend, the preacher, and the saint. 

COTTON. 



ON DR. SMALL. 



Beyond the rage of time, or fortune's power, 
Remain, cold stone I remain, and mark the hour 
When all the noblest gifts which Heaven e'er gave 
Were centred in a dark untimely grave. 
Oh, taught on Reason's boldest wings to cisey , 
And catch each glimmering of the opening ikies I 
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Oh, gentle bosom! oh, unsullied mind ! 
Ohy friend to truth, to Tirtue, and mankind ! 
Thy dear remains we trust to this sad shrine, 
Secure to feel no second loss like thine! 

BAT. 



ON |»IR. LAURENS. 

SON OF THE PRESIDENT OF THE AMERICAN 
CONGRESS. 

Here, the last prey of that destructive ragre 
Which shook the world, and cursed a guilty age, 
Here youthful Laurens yielded up his breath. 
And seal'd a nation's liberties in death * ! 
O may that country, which he fought to save. 
Shed sacred tears upon his early grave ! 
And Fame, which urged him on to meet his doom, 
Bid all her laurels flourish round his tomb ! 
But vain, alas ! to soothe a father's woe, 
The mouldering trophies glory can bestow ! 
O'er thy sad urn, O much loved youth, reclined, 
What fond ideas rush upon his mind ! 
All, all the hopes thy childhood could inspire, 
Thy youth's mild dawn, thy manhood's active fire! 
But chief, that native gentleness of soul, 
Which neither war nor passion could control ! 
Dear to the human race, but doubly dear 
To him who pours the tributary tear ; 
Who mourns the public losses and his own. 
And with a trembling hand inscribes this stone. 

DAY. 

* Mr. Lanrens was killed near the close of the American war, 
in a skirmifth wllVi %ome BcUlsh troops. 
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ON JOHN DEALTRY, M. D. 

IN THE CATHEDRAL OF YORK. 

Here o'er the tomb, where Dealtry's ashes sleep, 
See Health*, in emblematic anguish weep; 
She drops her faded wreath ; ' No more (she cries) 
Let languid mortals, with beseeching eyes, 
Implore my feeble aid : it fail'd to save 
My own and Nature's guardian from the grave/ 

BIASON. 



ON MRS. TATTON, 

IN THE CHURCH OF WITHENSHAW, IN CHESHIRE. 

If e'er on earth true happiness were found, 

'Twas thine, bless'd shade ! that happiness to 
prove : 
A father's fondest wish thy duty crownM, 

Thy softer virtues fix'd a husband's love. 
Ah I when he led thee to the nuptial fene. 

How smiled the morning with auspicious rays ! 
How triumph'd youth and beauty in thy train. 

And flattering Health that promised length of 

days ! [your joy 

Heaven join'd your hearts. Three pledges of 

Were given, in thrice the years' revolving 

round 

Here, reader ! pause ; and own, with pitying eye. 

That ' not on earth true happiness is found.' 

MASON. 

• This inscription alludes to the desigii of tlie icnlpcare, 
which is a fif ore of Health, with her ancient inrignia, fn alto 
relievo, dropping a chaplet on the side of a moniimentai nra. 




ON MR. GRAY, 



■No more Ihe Grecian Muse unrival'd reigns, 
To Brilfun let (he natioDS boiiiag:e pa; ; 

She felt a Homer'B fire in Miltna's strains, 
A Pindar"! rapture from the lyre of Gray. 



ON THOMAS FOUNTAYNE, ESQ. 






- O, HERE, if ever, holy Patience, bend 

Thy duteoua knee! thehandof Meaven revvrel 
Here bid Ihe fallier, mother, sLsler, friend 

In mute submission drop the Christian tear! 
Nor blame, that in the vernal nnnn of yonth 

Tbebnds of manly worth, wlioae opening bloom 
Had glow'd with honour, fortitade, and tnilb. 

Sunk in the' eternal winter of the tomb : 
That be, whose fonn with lealth, with beaniv 
charm'd, 

ForwliomtairFortune'a lib-eral feast was spread , 
Whom Btience nnrtured, bright example wam'd, 

Wbb loro by lingering torture to the dead. 
' Hark ! (cries a voice (hat awes the nienced air) 

The doom of man in my dread bosom lies; 
Be yonrs a while to pace this vale of care, 

Be his to soar with .seraphs in the skiea." 
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ON LAUNCELOT BROWNE, ESQ. 

IN THE CHURCH OF FEN-STANTON, HUNTINGDONSHIRE. 

Ye sons of Elegance, who truly taate 

The simple charms which genuine Art supplies, 
Come from the silvan scenes his Genius graced, 

And offer here your tributary sighs : 
But know, that more than Genius slumbers here ; 

Virtues were his that Art's best powers tran- 
scend: 
Come, ye superior train ! who these revere, 

And weep the Christian, Husband, Father, 
Friend ! 

MASON. 



EPITAPH. 



BEING PART OF AN INSCRIPTION DESIGNED FOR A MONU- 
MENT ERECTED BY A GENTLEMAN TO THE MEMORY 
OF HIS LADY. 

Fareweo., my best beloved; whose heavenly 

mind 
Genius with virtue, strength with softness join'd ; 
Devotion undebased by pride or art, 
With meek simplicity and joy of heart ; 
Though sprightly, gentle ; though polite, sincere ; 
And only of thyself a judge severe ; 
Unblamed, unequal'd in each sphere of life, 
The tenderest daughter, sister, parent, wife. 
In thee their patroness the' afflicted lost ; 
Thy friends, their pattern, ornament, and boast ; 

VOL. IV. S A 
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And I — but, ah ! can words my loss declarei 
Or paint the' extremes of transport and despair! 
O thou, beyond what verse or speech can tell, 
My guide, my friend, my best beloved, farewell! 

BEATIIE. 



ON TWO YOUNG MEN OF THE NAME 

OF LEITCH, 

WHO WERE DROWNED CROSSING THE RIVER SOUTHESK. 

1767. 

O THOU ! whose steps in sacred reverence tread 
These lone dominions of the silent dead; 
On this sad stone a pious look bestow. 
Nor uninstructed read this tale of woe ; 
And while the sigh of sorrow heaves thy breast, 
L^ each rebellious murmur be suppressed.; 
Heaven's hidden ways to trace, for us, how vain ! 
Heaven's wise decrees how impious to arraign ! 
Pure from the stains of a polluted age, 
In early bloom of life they left the stage : 
Not doom'd in lingering woe to waste their breath, 
One moment snatch'd them from the power of 

Death: 
They lived united, and united died ; 
Happy the friends whom Death cannot divide! 

BEATTIE. 
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INTENDED FOR HIMSELF. 

Escaped the gloom of mortal life, a soul 

Here leaves l^is mouldering tenement of clay, 

Safe, where no cares their whelming billows roll. 
No doubts bewilder, and no hopes betray. 

Like thee, I once have stemm'd the sea of life ; 

Like thee, have languished after empty joys ; 
Like thee, have laboured in the stormy strife ; 

Been grieved for trifles and amused with toys. 

Yet for awhile 'gainst Passion's threatful blast 
Let steady Reason urge the struggling oar ; 

Shot through the dreary gloom, the mom at last 
Gives to thy longing eye the blissful shore. 

Forget my frailties, thou art also frail ; 

Forgive my lapses, for thyself mayst fall ; 
Nor read unmoved my artless tender tale, 

I was a friend, O man ! to thee, to all. 

BEATTIE. 



ON ASHLEY COWPER, ESQ. 

Farewell, endued with all that could engage 
All hearts to love thee, both in youth and age ! 
In prime of life for sprightliness enroll'd 
Among the gay, yet virtuous as the old ; 
In life's last sta^e (O blessings rarely found !) 
Pleasant as youth with all its blossoms crown'd ; 
Through every period of this changeful State 
Unchanged tl^y self — wise, good, affectioiiate ! 







OX MRS. M. HIGO: 

IdOflflBU aMQT Ikvansili ramid d» OQ 
B«l WQipieft thfT ^c^ WB d» 19 
IkJiniMAt larve ft sOfsit firid to fig 

are TaTd&aa 



KaeeV |mj a iiitlu ftod rcmt Ae 
filentl tnoHipbs crowa ^or tail 
Amd ftll tbose irwinphi^, Maiy, ma 



ON COWPER, 

Vk, wIm whli wanntk tke piddic 
Oftftkats dignified by sacred sea 
fietty to deviotioa^s bard deTondj 
Psty yomr load tribute doe to Con 
£aglaad, exnltiag in bis spotless : 
Raaks witb ber dearest sons bis i 
Sease, Faacy, Wit suffice not all 1 
So dear a title to Affection^s prai 
His bigbest bononrs to tbe beart 1 
His Tiitaes fonnM tbe magic of bi 
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ON MISS B . 

O! call'd from hence, dear child^ inlife'8 full 

bloom, 
Thy childless parents sorrow o'er thy tomb ! 
Yet, while they mourn thy early flight from earth, 
And cherish fond remembrance of thy worth, 
lliis thought still cheers — that, when their toils 

are o'er, 
Thee shall they meet, and meet to part no more. 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 



FOR THE AUTHOR'S FATHER. 

O YE, whose cheek the tear of pity stains, 

Draw near with pious reverence and attend ! 
Here lie the loving husband's dear remains, 

The tender father, and the generous friend ; 
The pitying heart that felt for human woe ; 

The dauntless heart that fear*d no human pride ; 
The friend of man, to vice alone a foe ; 

* For even his failings lean'd to virtue's side.' 

BURNS. 



FOR R. A. ESQ. 



Know thou, O stranger to the Uaae 
Of this much loved, much honour'd name! 
(For none that know him need be told) 
A warmer heart deatii ne'«r made cold. 

BURllf. 
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A BARD'S EPITAPH. 

Is there a whim-inspired fool, 

Owre hBt for thought, owre hot for rule, 

Owre blate to seek, owre proud to snool, 

Let him draw near ; 
And owre this grassy heap sing dool. 

And drap a tear. # 

Is ^ere a bard of rustic song, 

Who, noteless, steals the crowds among, 

That weekly this area throng, 

O, pass not by ! 
But, with a frater-feeling strong, 

Here heave a sigh* 

Is there a man, whose judgment cle^ 
Can others teach the course to steer. 
Yet runs, himself, life's mad career, 

Wild as the wave ; 
Here pause — and, through the starting tear. 

Survey this grave. 

The poor inhabitant below 

Was quick to learn and wise to know, 

And keenly felt the friendly glow 

And softer flame, 
But thoughtless follies laid him low, 

And stain'd his name ! 

Reader, attend — ^whether thy soul 
Soars fancy's flights beyond the pole. 
Or darkling grubs this earthly hole, 

In low pursuit; 
Know,prudent, cautious self-control 

Is wisdom's root. 

BURNS. 
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ON MRS. MAURICE. 

Serenely bright, in bridal smiles array*d, 
The purple spring its blossom'd sweets displayed, 
While raptured Fancy saw full many a year. 
In bliss revolving, urge its gay career. 
But, ah ! how deep a gloom the skies o'erspread ! 
How swift the dear delusive vision fled ! 
Disease and pain the lingering hours consume, 
And secret feed on youth's corroded bloom ! 
Ceased are the songs that fill'd the nuptial grove. 
The dance of pleasure in the bower of love ; 
For Hymen's lamp funereal torches glare. 
And mournful dirges rend the midnight air. 

O thou, whose cheek, the rival of the ros^, 
With all the flush of vernal beauty glows. 
Whose pulses high with youthful vigour bound, • 
The brightest fair in Fashion's mazy round, 
Approach with awe the mansions of the dead, 
And, as the grave's drear bourn thy footsteps tread, 
Mark, midst these ravages of fate and time, ' 
Where worth lies buried in its loveliest prime, 
Where youth's extinguish'd fires no longer bum. 
And beauty slumbers in the mouldering urn. 
Oh, pause ! and, bending o'er fair Stella's tomb. 
Mourn her hard lot, and read thy future doom ! 

Soft lie the sod that shields from wintry rains 
And blasting winds my Stella's loved remains ; 
May angels guard the consecrated ground, 
And flowers, as lovely, bloom for ever round. 
Meek sufferer ! who, by nameless woes oppresa'd. 
The patience of the expiring lamb possess'd, 
When many a tedious moon thy fever'd veins 
Throbb'd with the raging hectic's fiery pains ; 
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Nor heaved a sigh, save that alone which bore 
Triumphant Virtue to a happier shore ! 
Stella, whose streaming eye ne'er ceased to flow 
When sorrow pour*d the plaint of genuine woe; 
Whose mind was pure as that unsullied ray 
That beams from heaven and lights the orb of day ; 
Sweet be thy slumbers, on this mossy bed, 
Till the last trump shall rpuse the sleeping dead, 
Then, having nought from that dread trump to fear 
Whose echo shall awake the crumbling sphere, 
In fairer beauty wake, — a heavenly bride, — 
And rise an angel, who a martyr died! 

REV. T. MAURICE. 



ON GEORGE STEEVENS, ESQ. 

Peace to these reliques ! once the bright attire 
Of spirit sparkling with no common fire ! 
How oft has Pleasure in the social hour 
Smiled at his wif s exhilarating power ! 
And Truth attested with delight intense 
The serious charms of his colloquial sense ! 
His talents, varying as the diamond's ray, 
Could strike the grave, or fascinate the gay ; 
His critic labours, of unwearied force, 
Collected light from every distant source ; 
Want with such true beneficence he cheer'd, 
All that his bounty gave his zeal endear'd. 
Learning as vast as mental power could seise, 
In sport displaying, and with graceful ease. 
Lightly the stage of chequer'd life he trod. 
Careless of chance, confiding in his God. 

UAYLBY. 



ON A LADY. 

) Htraggle with misfoTtane paaa'd, 
Here patient tirtiie toaad repose at last; 
UnpraiBed,unl[nowii,HiOicheerfiiIatepaBhe8tr8y'd 
ThroDgh tite't bleak wilds, and fortune's darkelt 
Nor courted fame to lend a friendly ray, [Bhadei 
And gild the darkening horrors of the way. 
"When Gred with hope, or eager for applause, 
The hero suffeis in a public canse, 
Unfell, unheeded, falls misfortune's dart, 
And fame's Bweet echoes cheer the drooping heart. 
The patriot's toils immortal laurels yield. 
And death itself is envied in the Geld. 
Hers vraj the humbler yet severer fate, 
To pine umioticed in a private state; 
Hers were the safierings which no laurels bring, 
The generous labours which no Muses sing ; 
The cares which haunt the parent and the vrife. 
And the still sorrows of domestic life. 
What though no pageant o'er her humble earth 
Proclaim the empty honours of her biith ; 
What though aroand no sculptured columns rise, 
No verse records the conquests of her eyes ; 
Yet here shall flow the poor's unbidden tear. 
And feeble age shall shed his blessings here; 
Here shall the virtues which her soul possess'd 
With sweet remembrance soothe ahusband's breast. 
And here in silent grief shall oft repair 
The helpless objects of her latest care ; 
Recall her worth, her adverse fate bemoan, 
And in a mother'a woea Evrget their own. 
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ON BOBEBT REDMAN, ESQ. 

RxiMiAS, &Tew€lll koi^ aluJl we deeply mourn 
nat tihoQ hast pess'd the' izrerocable bcnini ! 
Yet aot Af &te denuids our grief — ^we rest 
Ib himble confidence that tiboa art Messed : 
Bvt well their loss may wake the tender tear 
Ib all who knew thee, all who lored thee here. 
For ne'er from earth, to join its natire skies, 
Did nobler, purer, piilder spirit rise ! 
Tliine were unsullied honour, scorn of art. 
At once a fearless and a feeling heart ; 
^ood humour gay, that spread delight around; 
And sportire wit that never sought to wound ; 
Pity for human errors, human woe ; 
And, even in age, of youth the gmeroos glow. 
Nor were thy firtues such as grace the hour 
Of sunny ease, but droop when tempests lour ; 
Thy steadfast mind Disease assail'd in yain ; — 
For still were thine, through months of mortal pain, 
Patience, that anguish of its sting beguiles, 
And sacred Hope, that yiews the grave with smiles. 
Redman, fEirewell ! To us may Heaven assign 
A life as just, a death as calm as thine. 

R. A. DATENPOBT. 



ON BURKE. 



Of Burke here lies the cold inactive clay, 
His soul exulting in perpetual day : « 
With universal genius bom to shine ; 
All themes at once to strengthen and refine ; 
Science, in aid of Fancy, to engage ; 
And pouT it, doiVeo^d, oti^a ardent page. 
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Survey the beauties of his classic mind ; 
The critic leaves Longinus far behind. 
Hear the great legislator plead the cause 
Of instituted, of eternal laws. 
Oppression and rapacity submit 
To matchless reason, eloquence, and wit. 
See, while his thunders iron hearts assail. 
The tyrants of each hemisphere turn pale! 
Hail ! shade beatified ! thou friend of man I 
Friend of God's mortal and inunortal plan ! 
Thy noble works, that guard us while we live, 
Of heavenly bliss a demonstration give : — 
For surely minds like thine can never die ; 
They mount by nature and assert the sky ; 
Their glory fires us to our latest breath. 
Protects ^ough life, and animates in death. 

REV. p. STOCKDALE. 



ON CLUER DICEY. 

O THOU, or friend or stranger, who shalt tread 
These solemn mansions of the silent dead. 
Think, when this record to inquiring eyes 
No more shall tell the spot where Dicey lies ; 
When this frail marble, faithless to its trust. 
Mouldering itself, resigns his moolder'd dust ; 
When time shall fail, and nature feel decay, 
And earth and sun and skies dissolve away ; 
The soul this consummation shall survive, 
Defy the wreck, and but begin to live : 
Oh pause! reflect, repent, resolve, amend 1 
Life has no length — etendty no end. 

Miss H. IfORS. 
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To bloom and sparkle in eternal day. 

ANONTMOU 
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ON M. D. 

BORN JUNE 3, DIED SEPTEMBER 16, 1803. 

Short was thy day, sweet babe, bnt this will give 
A longer space of heavenly life to live ; 
Yet with delight you drew your balmy breath. 
And the first pain you seem'd to feel was dea^f. 
Nor Death itself could violate thy face, 
The pleased expression and the placid grace. 
I now commit thee to a mother*s breast, [blessed; 
Where thou shalt sleep, and wake to be more 
New beams of meaning kindle in thine eyes. 
And a new world excite their glad surprise. ^ 
Soon, by thy side, shall rise a rustic tomb. 
And the turf heave to give thy father room. 
Enough to consecrate this humble bier, 
Thy infant innocence— his gushing tear ! 

DR. DRENNAN. 



INSCRIPTION. 

Art thou a man of honest mould. 
With fervent heart and soul sincere, 

A husband, father, friend? Behold i 
Thy broUier slumbers here. 

The sun that wakes the violet's bloom 
Once cheer'd his eye, now dark in death ; 

The wind that wanders o'er his tomb 
Was once his vital breath. 

But mark ! the wind shall pass away. 
The sun shall vanish from the sky, — 

Thy brother's bones, in that great day. 
Shall live, — and never die. 
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ON MBS. DE MEDINA. 

Let shrouded grandeur o'er her sleeping dust 
Swell tiie proud pile, and rear the breathing bust; 
But when at length the trophied splendours fode^ 
And marbles mingle with the dust they shade, 
Virtue still towers, eternal and sublime. 
Above the rage of Fate, the wrecks of Time ! 
Through ages shines with undiminished beam, 
And pours through Death's dark vault a cheering 

gleam. 
The sainted shade, whose dust lies here inum'd, 
With all her genuine fires in^Mission'd bum'd! 
Heaven too its choicest, noblest gift bestovir'd, 
And in her soul the flame of genius glow'd ! 
How bright the meed when Virtue, Genius join 
Around the tomb the double wreath to twine ; 
How firm the adamantine structure stands, 
Bear'd to the just by their immortal hands ! 
Bless'd spirit ! that now roam'st yon azure fields, 
What mingled pangs and joy remembrance yields, 
As all thy merits, all thy sufferings rise. 
In long ireview before our wondering eyes ! 
These, great as e'er thy lovely kind possess'd, 
Those, dire as ever rack'd the human breast! 
Through all, triumphant beam'd the' unshaken 
In life unspotted, and in death resign'd ! [mind, 
With native goodness, taste, and sciencefraught, 
Thine was the liberal heart, the' eiEpanded thought, 
And, while thy eloquence our bosoms wann'd. 
Thy wit delighted and thy sense inform'd. 
At home, by every social charm endear'd, 
Abroad^ by an admiring world revered. 



I 
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Long shall the conjugal the filial tear 
Embalm thy ashes, and bedew thy bier ; 
Long shall thy sex thy bright example fire, 
Thy fervidxzeal their kindling breast inspire, 
Like thee with active piety to soar, 
And wisdom at its dazzling fount explore ; 
Life's transient day to pass, like thee, approved, 
On earth applauded, and by Heaven beloved! 

REV. T. MAURICE. 



ON THE REV. W. MASON. 

These awful mansions of the laurel'd dead 
Oft shall the Muse of Melancholy tread ; 
The wreck of valour and of genius moutn. 
And point with pallid hand to Mason's urn ; 
Oft shall she gather from his garden bowers 
Fictitious foliage and ideal flowers ; 
Weave the bright wreath, to worth departed just,. 
And hang the' unfading chaplets on his hust : 
While pale Elfrida, bending o'er his bier. 
Breathes the soft sigh, and sheds the graceful tear, 
And stem Caractacus, with brow depressed, 
Clasps the cold marble to his mailed breast ; 
In lucid troops shall choral virgins throng. 
With voice alternate chant their poef s song, 
And tune ^ in golden characters record 
Each firm, Immutable, eternal word.' 

DR. DARWIN.. 




ON A YOUTH OF FIFTEEN. 

If in the morn of life each winning grace. 
The converse sweet, the mind-illumined face, 
The lively wit that charm'd with early art. 
And mild affections streaming from the heart. 
If these, loved youth, could check the hand of 

Fate, 
Thy matchless worth had claim'd a longer date. 
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ON THE REV. W. MASON. 

Brftain ! if strains that Greece had joy'd to own, 
Strains that symphonious to the Drnid*s lyre, 

While Freedom linger'd on her tottering throne. 
Breathed through the soul the glow of patriot 
fire; 

Britain 1 if strains like these can touch thy heart ; I 
Or lays that flowed, when Taste, by Nature led, 

O'er her wild beauties flung the grace of art ; 
Here duteous bend before thy Mason dead ! 

So, till from heaven the knell of earth is rung. 
Till the last flames thy silvan pomp invade, 

So mayst thou guard the liberty he sung, 
So bloom thine isle the garden he portrayed ! 

Swell then from all thy realms thy poefs praise- 
Hark to the nobler praise that shakes the skies ! 

See angel myriads on his marble gaze : 

Hear raptured seraphs — * There a Christian 

lies!' REV. T. aitBORNB. 
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But thou art blew'd, while here we heBTG the Bigh ; 
Th; death is virtue wafled to the skf . 
Yet Btai thy image fond affection keeps, 
The eire remendKrB, and the mother weeps ; 
Still the friend grieveB, who saw th; vemal bkiom, 
And here, sad taakl inicribea it on th; toub. 



ON MRS. GROVE. 
Gribf, love, and gratitude devote this etone 

To her, whose virtaes bless'd a hnBband's life. 
When late in dutjr^ sphere she mildly shone 

As friend, as gialer, daaghter, mother, wife. 

In the bright mom of beauty, joy, and wealth, 
In^dious Palsy near his victim drew, 

Sash'd from her youthful hands the cap of health. 
And round her limbs his numbing fetters threw. 

Year after year her Christian firmness strove 
To check the rising sigh, the tear repress; 

Soothe with soft smiles the fears of anxions love. 
And Heaven's correcting hand in silence bless 1 

Thus tried her faith, and thos prepared her heart, 
The awful call at length the* Almighty gsve: 

Bhe heard — tesign'd to linger or depart — 

BoVd her meek head, and innk into the grave. 
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ON AN INFANT. 

Though thou wert dear, for lovely was thy fonn, 
And fair thy mind, and hopefol from thy birdi ; 

Thongh sodden was the pestilential storm 
That beat thy tender blossom to the earth ; 

For this we grieve not; certain that the sonl 
Yet sinless, bursting from its earthly clod, 

Is borne on angel wings beyond the pole, 
Where infant innocence hath place willi God. 

REV, W. CROWE. 



IN LYDJD CHURCH. 

On an amiable Lady, who Sed, after a Ungering 
in the thirty-first year of her age, and had earmsAf 
prayed that her only Child might not twrvive her. The 
Child died in a short time after its Mother, 

An Angel is represented on the Monument, m basso re- 
lietfOf holding tqt a Child to its Mother m the clouds, 
and is supposed to speak the following Hnes. 

' Thy prayer is heard — released from mortal harms, 
Receive thy darling infant to thine arms — 
Sweet saint ! — on thee when pining sickness prey'd, 
Thy beauty cankered, and thy youth decayed, 
'Twas thine, with Patience meek, to Heaven re- 
signed, [mind, 
With Faith that arm*d, and hope that cheer*dthy 
Death's lingering stroke undaunted to sustain. 
And spare thy pitying friends*^ and husband's pain ; 
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StudiODB th; heartfelt anguish to disguise 
From Bympathiziog love's inquiring eyes. 
Conceal the tear, repress the struggling sigli, 
And leave a bright example how to die. 
Tia mine to crown thy wish, reward thy wordi, 
To wean each fond, each yearning thonght from 

And bring this much lored object of thy care 
Thy joys to perfect, and thy heaven to share.' 



ON C. J. DICKSON. 
Loved be thy memory, dear respected shade I 
Witbjoy we heard thee, and with pride survey'd 
We ask no amaranths to deck th; tomb. 
No roses glowing with poetic bloom. 
Mure genuine honours have adom'd thee dead, 
The heaving sigh, the tear sincerely shed : 
Tears are more precious than Castalian dews, 
And sighs of sorrow than the sweetest Muse. 



ON MISS DRUMMOND. 
Too pure and perfect still lo linger here, 

Cheer'd with seraphic visions of the bleu'd, 
SmiliDg she dried a tender father's teai, 

And pour'd her spirit forth npon his breast. 
He bends not o'er the mansion of the dead,' 

Where loveliness and grace in mins lie ; 
In sure and certain hope he lifts his head, 

And Faith presents her in her native sky. 
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ELEGAMT EXTRACTS. 



P. Tin. 



IN DOWNTON CHURCH YARD. 

HraiE, slumbering in the cold embrace of death, 
What once was elegance and beauty lies : 

Mute is the music of her tuneful breath, 

And quench'd the radiance of her sparkling eyes. 

A prey to lingering malady she fell, 

Ere yet her form had lost its vernal bloom: 

Her virtues Misery oft relieved may tell — 
The rest let silent Charity entomb. 

Nor suffer busy unrelenting z^al. 

E'en here, her gentle frailties to pursue : 

Let Envy turn from vrhat it cannot feel. 
And Malice reverence what it never knew. 

But should the justice of the good and wise 
Condemn her faults with judgment too severe; 

Let mild-eyed Pity from the heart arise. 
And blot the rigid sentence with a tear. 

ANONYMOUS. 
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